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The rope whirled through the air and settled with a 
erack around a man’s shoulders below. 


(The Twins Adventuring) (Frontispiece ) 
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THE TWINS 
ADVENTURING 


CHAPTER I 
TOMMY JUNIOR 


A SMALL boy on a piebald pony stopped 
at the mail box and opened the one marked 

“Page.” His long black-snake whip 
dangled from his wrist and his whole manner was 
bored. Grown folks made so much fuss about 
letters. His mother had wanted him to ride 
over for the mail and he usually did as she asked, 
but he would much rather have stayed at home 
and helped Sulky paint the corral fence. 

He put the letters in his pocket without glanc- 
ing at them and touched his pony with his small 
heel. The animal understood and started off at 
a brisk trot. Tommy Junior rode carelessly, 
his body swaying to the rhythmic gait of the 
horse under him. 


The three-mile ride was soon over and as he 
11 
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neared the ranch house he could see that Sulky 
Prescott was still painting the fence. 

“Well, young one, did you bring any mail?” 
asked his father, coming out on the porch. 

“Yes, Dad, there’s quite a lot,” Tommy Jun- 
ior replied, taking the letters out of his pocket. 

There was a bluff understanding between these 
two. Tom always treated his son as a man and so 
Tommy Junior acted like aman. The only time 
he remembered he was a little boy was when his 
mother pulled his curly head to her and kissed it. 
This was rather nice so long as none of the men 
were about, but he resented it if even only José 
were present. 

Tom looked through the letters. 

“One from the twins,” he said. “Your mother 
will be glad of that. And yow’re a fine postman, 
you are—here’s a postal for yourself and you 
didn’t even see it.” 

Never for the world would these two men 
admit that handwriting was still a little difficult 
for Tommy Junior to read. 


“Tt’s from English,’ Tom explained. 
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“Ding?” said Tommy Junior, using a baby 
nickname for English Kedgeree, once a member 
of his father’s outfit and now married to one of 
the twins. The twins were Tommy Junior’s 
aunts. 

“That makes the twelfth post card I’ve had 
from him since he went on his wedding trip, and 
I thought he’d forget me. And I’ve had six from 
eters 

“Pretty good, uncle, I’d say,” laughed Tom. 

“That’s not the reason Ding writes to me,” 
protested his son. “We were friends before he 
even knew Aunt Phyl.” 

Tom looked at the boy gravely. He was glad 
to think that English remembered him even on 
his honeymoon, but what was most important 
was that Timmy Junior should remember Ding, 
for the good-looking Englishman had risked his 
life for the child three vears before and won the 
everlasting gratitude of the Twin Star ranch. 

“Yes, you and Ding are pretty good pals,” 
Tom went on, eying the post card and wonder- 


ing if his son would ask him to read it to him, but 
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Tommy Junior held out his hand for it and dis- 
appeared leading his horse to the corral. 

Sulky Prescott looked up from his painting. 

“What you got there?” he asked as he saw the 
postal. “I'll bet it’s a letter from Peter.” 

Peter was Tommy Junior’s other uncle who 
had married his Aunt Janet. 

“No, it’s from Ding,’ Tommy Junior cor- 
rected, “and if you'll help me I'll read it. I 
know it begins: ‘Dear old boy,’ because that’s 
the way he always begins, and this letter is ‘I’ 
and those are ‘h’s’ and—oh, you read it, Sulky.” 

Sulky got out his glasses and perched them on 
his nose. He read: 


“Dear old boy: We will all be down to see you very 
soon. Get out my old clothes for me and we'll have some 
fine old rides together. All send love. A ffectionately, 
Ding.” 


“He’s coming?” asked Tommy Junior, over- 
come by the good news. ‘Oh, I must tell Mum 
quick. Oh, Sulky, let’s—let’s do something 
about it,” he demanded. 
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> 


“Let’s give three cheers,’ 
ing. 
And they gave them, Sulky’s rough voice 


said Sulky, laugh- 


blending oddly with Tommy Junior’s soft one. 

“What you all making such a din about?” 
came a lazy drawl, and Circus Bailey came 
around the corner of the barn, scuffling the dirt 
with his boots as he sauntered along. 

“Don’t tell, don’t tell,” teased Tommy Jun- 
ior. “Let’s surprise him and the rest of the 
boys.” 

“All right for you, young one,’ 
“I know something myself and I won't tell 


> 


said Circus. 


39 


you. 

“Will I know it ever?” asked Tommy Junior. 

“Sure, if you tell me your surprise,” Circus 
replied. 

But Tommy Junior shook his head. “I can’t 
tell you, Circus; I just can’t. It’s too much fun 
having it a surprise. I’m going to tell Mumsie 
not to tell you, and none of the other boys 
either.” 

“T think you’re mean,’ 


> 


said Circus. “Why 
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not tell just me and Sulky? Welll keep it 
dark.” 

“No, I had to tell Sulky, but I wish I could 
have surprised him too. Don’t you, Sulky?” 

“T’]l say it would have been a grand surprise,” 
replied Sulky, “but I’m glad I know. Run up 
to the house and tell your mother we aim to keep 
it from the boys.” 

Tommy Junior ran away. 

“Now,” said Circus Bailey, “if he had been a 
girl he would have told.” 

The low yellow stucco adobe ranch house that 
seemed one with the gold color of the sands 
was circled by a profusion of old-fashioned flow- 
ers, with a background of the queer-shaped 
table-lands in jagged outline against the sap- 
phire blue of the sky. 

Tommy Junior picked a bluebell carelessly 
and went indoors to find his mother. She was 
setting the table for luncheon and in the front 
of her pale blue gingham dress was the twins’ 
letter. 

Daisy had not changed. She looked happier 
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than ever and her soft golden hair was bobbed 
and made her look even younger than when she 
had gone East to Old Chester with the entire 
outfit to the twins’ double wedding. Her eyes 
looked as though they had borrowed their color 
from the brilliant Arizona skies. 

“Mumsie, I have such grand news. Ding is 
coming soon and so are the rest. Let’s surprise 
the boys, can’t we?” 

Daisy looked down at her small son. 

“I was going to surprise you. How did you 
know they were coming?” she asked. 

“Oh, I had a post card from Ding and Sulky 
and I read it,” Tommy Junior replied. “Say, 
we can surprise the boys, Mumsie.” 

“Of course, we can and we will too. I'll tell 
Tom to send them all away next Monday and 
we'll have Ding and Peter and Janet and Phyl- 
lis in the dining room when they come in for din- 
ner. Won’t that be fun?” 

“Oh, yes, it will, but Monday’s such a long 
ways off,” complained Tommy Junior. 

“Indeed, it’s not. I’ve got to drive into Loop- 
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hole and get new sheets before they come and do 
a big laundry. Do you want to come with me to 
Loophole?” 

“Guess not,” said Tommy Junior, after con- 
sideration. “But I'll help you with the washing 
machine,” he promised. 

That afternoon he helped Sulky paint the 
fence and it was characteristic of the entire’T win 
Star ranch that the job was left just as he did it 
and not gone over with a more skillful brush and 
that evening all the outfit gathered around the 
gate and admired how the young one had al- 
most put the paint on evenly. 

Yet, in spite of all this admiration and affec- 
tion, the men did not spoil Tommy Junior. 
Each held before him the idol that they made of 
the child and he did his best to live up to it. His 
genuine love for “his outfit,” as he called them, 
made him hate the idea of falling below their 
estimation of him. No one but his mother 
treated him as a child. 

The men treated him as an equal. Jim Martin 
and Circus Bailey consulted him on weighty 
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matters and Screw Williams (so called because 
he resembled a crokscrew) had even been known 
to ask his advice upon his love affairs. 

Tommy Junior never missed companions of 
his ownage. He had plenty of friends who were 
willing to play with him at home. 

The morning after the important news had 
come Tommy Junior was again riding for-the 
mail, in hopes of another card from English. He 
was about a mile from the house when he heard 
something crying—he could not tell whether it 
was an animal or a human being. He was abso- 
lutely fearless and was off his pony in a second. 
He located the sound in a clump of cacti and 
saw sticking out from it a little bare foot. 

“Hello,” he said aloud. “It’s a little boy. 
Stop crying and come on out. Your ankle looks 
awfully funny. What’s the matter with it?” 

“Tt hurts,” said a small voice, and a little In- 
dian boy of about Tommy Junior’s age crawled 
out into the road. He was dressed in a ragged 
pair of denim trousers and his dark skin was 


scarred by the cacti. 
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“Where do you live?” asked Tommy Junior. 

“Dunno. Heap far off,” said the little boy, 
as he nursed his ankle and two big tears fell 
down his brown cheeks. 

Tommy Junior was moved to action. 

“T’ll take you home on my horse, but you 
mustn’t let any of the boys see you crying,” he 
said. 

The little Indian groaned and tried to stand, 
managed to limp over to the pony and with 
Tommy Junior’s help, got himself into the sad- 
dle. 

Daisy and Tom met them at the front steps. 

“Hello, what you got there?” asked Daisy and 
Tom together. 

“A wounded Indian,” replied Tommy Jun- 
ior. “I found him on the way to the mail boxes.” 

“Oh, look at his poor ankle,” said Daisy, as the 
little boy whimpered. 

Tom had him out of the saddle in an instant 
and with Tommy Junior watching they bound 
up the foot and gave the little fellow something 
to eat. 
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José was interested from the first. José was 
the ranch cook, half Indian and half Mexican. 
He felt this was a possible relative on his 
mother’s side. 

Towards lunch time the outfit straggled in 
and was properly introduced by Tommy Junior. 

“Humph,” drawled Todd Beggs, never called 
anything but Beggar, “I met his old man this 
morning over by the gorge. He’s camping with 
a bunch of movie picture folks over near Loop- 
hole. I’m going to look ’em up—some of my 
former pals is with ’em, I think—and I'll take 
the kid over with me if I can have the car, 
Tom?” 

“Can I go with you, Beggar?” asked Tommy 
Junior. 

“Sure you can,” replied Beggar, taking it for 
granted. “Want to come, Daisy?” 

“Yes, I’d like to. I have some shopping to do 
in Loophole before—” Daisy stopped and put 
her hand to her mouth. 

“Oh,” exclaimed Tommy Junior, “Mumsie, 


you almost told!” 
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“What's this mystery, anyway?” demanded 
Circus Bailey. “Sulky knows it, but he won’t 
tell.” 

“It’s a secret,” said Tommy Junior. 


CHAPTER II 
GRATITUDE 


N the ride that afternoon they stopped at 
the doctor’s, who examined the little 
Indian’s ankle, said it was a bad sprain 
and strapped it with adhesive plaster. It hurt, 
but the boy kept a firm upper lip and displayed 
some of the stoicism characteristic of his race 
when in pain. There were tears of gratitude at 
being found in his sorry plight, but he did not 
shed any more even at the doctor’s rough han- 
dling. Beggar was so impressed that he bought 
him a lollipop. 

They arrived at the camp to find it deserted. 
The moving picture people were out on location, 
but apart and near one of the Indian tents was a 
bent old squaw who sat rocking back and forth 
in silent grief. 

“The kid’s grandmother, by the looks of 

23 
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things,” said Beggar. “Give me the boy, Daisy, 
and I'll surprise her.” 

He lifted the boy out of the car quietly. He 
refused to utter a word and only nodded em- 
phatically when Daisy asked him if he knew the 
old woman. 


> 


“Thanks, thanks, me much oblige,” she said 
when she saw him, but her eyes showed her grati- 
tude, though words failed. 

“Where you come from?” she demanded, as 
Beggar started to return to the car. 

“Page’s ranch,” said Beggar, and Tommy 
Junior held out his hand to the boy. 

“Good-by,” he said, and they shook hands. 
The old squaw’s grin showed her toothless gums. 

“Gracious, I do hope she knows how to take 
proper care of that ankle,” said Daisy, as the car 
moved away. 

“She don't,” replied Beggar, ungrammati- 
cally. “You can be sure of that. She’ll have 
that bandage off in no time and the witch doctor 
will put herbs on it and spout charms. I know, 
and the next time she sees Tom she'll accuse 
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him of hurting her child. I know Indians.” 

“But, Beggar, they are not like that a bit,” 
said Daisy. “They never forget a kindness.” 

“Not in books, they don’t,” answered Beggar, 
who had a poor idea of his Indian cousins. 

Daisy made her purchases in Loophole and the 
drive back was uneventful. 

When they reached home they heard Circus 
Bailey and Screw arguing about something in 
the office. 

“What’s wrong at the Twin Star ranch?” 
Daisy inquired as she came into the room. 

“There she is. Ask her yourself,” said Screw. 
“T tell you she’ll say no.” 

“Aw, she will not either,” said Circus. 
“Daisy,” he appealed to her, “can’t we take the 
young one in to the movies to-night? They’re 
showing the film where Janet rode the horse and 
Phy] drove the car and Beggar was all over the 
place.” 

Beggar had once deserted the Twin Star for 
the lure of the movies, but he had soon returned, 
declaring that he didn’t like the outfit and that 
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the directors expected too much of a sane horse. 
Jane tand Phyllis had helped in his first picture 
and the boys had been waiting years to see it on 
the screen. 

“Sure, the boy can go, can’t he, Daisy?” said 
Screw, adding his plea. 

“But, boys, it’s so awfully late for him to be 
up,” Daisy protested. 

“Shucks, what’s one night? He’s been mighty 
good lately, and he ought to have a treat,” urged 
Screw. 

Daisy hesitated. She wondered why the boys 
wanted to be bothered with a child on their out- 
ing and sensed that they could not bear to think 
of Tommy Junior’s sorrow if they went without 
him. 

“Tell you what I'll do,” she said at last, “I’ll 
go with you, then Tom can bring us back and 
you can all stay for the dance.” 

“Daisy,” said Circus with pride, “it was a great 
day for the Twin Stars when you rode over 
across the sands.” 


They were ready to ride in to town by seven 
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o’clock, Tom and Daisy and Tommy Junior in 
the car, the outfit following on horseback. 
Tommy Junior was delighted at the prospect of 
a night out. 

“It’s as exciting as Aunt Phyl’s and Aunt 
Jan’s wedding,” he exclaimed, and Daisy smiled 
at the comparison. 

Nothing was farther from their thoughts than 
an interruption of any kind, yet as they came to 
a bend in the road four masked riders leveled 
guns at their heads. 

“Bandits, bandits!’ exclaimed Tommy Junior, 
excitedly, and Tom reluctantly held up his hands. 

“Out of that car and sprinkle the ground with 
your valuables,” roared a savage voice, “and be 
quick about it.” 

Tom was not greatly alarmed. He knew that 
the rest of the outfit was following close behind 
and would follow the bandits and recapture their 
property. What was his amazement on seeing 
the boys riding up, their hands over their heads, 
while three more masked men rode beside them. 


They were made to dismount and line up along 
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the road. The bandits were unnecessarily rough 
with everyone except Daisy and Tommy Junior. 

Now, Beggar had been held up before and he 
watched the proceedings suspiciously. He be- 
gan to lower his arms slowly. Nobody seemed 
to observe him except Sulky Prescott at the 
other end of the line, who did the same thing. 
Ata given signal from Beggar, both men reached 
for their guns. 

“Now, who’s got the drop?” Beggar called. 
“Put up your hands, you toy coyotes.” 

The bandits, with one accord, raised their 
hands and one of them burst out laughing. 

“We weren’t so smart after all, fellows,” said 
a voice that Beggar recognized as belonging to a 
former fellow motion picture actor. 

He decided to turn the tables. 

“Take off their handkerchiefs, boys, and tie 
their hands behind their backs.” 

The boys obeyed with alacrity. 

“But, Beggar, old man, it was a joke,” came 
nervously from a little man with an immense 


sombrero. 
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“Not a word out of you,” answered Beggar, 
firing off his gun and kicking up the dust two 
feet from the man’s toes. 

“Now, then, we're headin’ straight for the 
sheriff,” said Beggar, “and not a word out of 
one of you fellows till we get there.” 


oP) 


“But, Beggar,” stammered the man with the 
savage voice. 

Beggar’s gun barked again and this time a 
bullet went straight through the top of the man’s 
hat. 

Tom let the boys ride first and followed slowly 
behind in the car. It was still light and the in- 
habitants of Loophole gazed in wonderment at 
the sight. Beggar kept up a running fire of con- 
versation. 

“See these brave boys,” he announced at the 
top of his voice. “They tried to hold up the 
Twin Stars. Now, all you folks know that ain’t 
a healthy thing to do, but they’re bold, bad men 
and they’d dare anything.” 

“What are you going to do with them, Beg- 
gar?” somebody shouted from the crowd. 
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“Well, now, I haven’t jest made up my mind 
yet. They ain’t fit to hang and it sure is a shame 
to clutter up the jail with ’em. So I guess Pil 
jest tote ’em round for a bit, though I’m not 
agoin’ to let em spoil my evenin’ of pleasure.” 

Circus was hugely enjoying himself, as were 
the rest of the boys. 

“Make ’em dance for us, Sulky,” suggested 
Screw Willams. 

“Good idea,” said Beggar. “Off your horses, 
gentlemen, and dance for the ladies.” 

The men reluctantly dismounted. 

“You're making perfect fools of us, Beg- 
gar,” protested the little man in an agonized 
voice. 

Tom parked his car on the side of the road 
and watched the fun. By this time all of Loop- 
hole was looking on. 

Sulky made them dance to the switch of his 
long, black-snake whip and never quite hit any 
of them, but he made them dance in abject fear 
that he would. 

Mr. Hartley came out of his store. 
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“Why, them’s the moving picture folks over to 
the camp,” he said, and the crowd gave a mocking 
cheer to the moving picture bandits. 

When they tired of the dance Beggar led the 
way to the motion picture theater. 

“Now they’re right at home,” he announced, 
and marched them up to the platform to face 
the crowd that followed them in. 

It was a gala performance. All Loophole 
turned out to see it and the house was packed to 
capacity. 

It is a question whether or not Tommy Junior 
saw much of the picture, but Tom and Daisy 
enjoyed the parts where Phyllis and Janet sub- 


stituted for Miss Gregg. 
After the performance was over and they 


cleared the hall for dancing, the prisoners were 
lined up and inspected by Loophole. Then 
Beggar led them triumphantly out into the night. 
“Now we'll take these prizes back to camp,” 
he said. 
None of the boys were loth to leave the dance 


with such an aim in view. 
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Tom decided to take Daisy and Tommy Jun- 
ior home. 

When they reached the front of the ranch 
house some one was sitting on the steps. It 
proved to be a tall Indian, whose handsome pro- 
file stood out in strong moonlight. 

“T come to thank your son for my son’s life,” 
he said in perfect English. “If he is ever in dan- 
ger, I will protect him with my life.” 

“Who under the sun are you?” Tom inquired, 
and Tommy Junior stared at him wonderingly. 

“IT am the father of the little boy Tomaso.” 

“There,” said Daisy, with evident relief, “I 
knew Indians were grateful.” 

“Unto the death, lady.” said the Indian. 

“Shucks,” said Tommy Junior, and Tom 
wanted to laugh but didn’t. 


CHAPTER III 
A SURPRISE 


ONDAY morning it rained, not the rain 
M of the East, a drizzle or a steady down- 
pour, but a deluge. Great drops merged 

and made sheets of crystal water. 

“How nice!” said Daisy. “Now everything 
will be fresh when they arrive.” 

Tommy Junior went around on tiptoe, so ob- 
viously the keeper of a secret that the men grew 
suspicious and speculated on what it could be. 

“T think it’s a radio or something,” said Screw. 

“Aw, shucks, it’s a party that the young one 
is going to give us,” said Circus. 

“What is it, Sulky? Why don’t you tell a 
feller?’ demanded Jim Martin. 

“Can’t do it, boys. Gave my word to the 
Prince of Arizona, and I can’t break it now, 


can I?” replied Sulky. 
33 
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“Suppose not,” agreed Beggar, “but I sure 
would like to know what’s doin’.” 

“You'll know to-night,” said Sulky. “But 
hurry up and get off or you'll spoil it and the 
kid would never forgive you.” 

The boys lumbered out of the bunk-house, 
their spurs clinking as they went. 

“Wish there was room for you both to come, 
too,” Tom said to Daisy and Sulky as he drove 
up in the car, “but there'll be bags and things 
enough to fill up the car.” 

“Shucks! Don’t you worry about us,” 
laughed Sulky. “We've got plenty to do around 
the house to keep us busy.” 

Daisy went to the door to wave good-by and 
when the car was out of sight she turned back 
to the house and collected her flower basket and 
shears and went to the garden. 

Tom and Tommy Junior rode to Loophole. 

“Do you think theyll know me, Dad?’ 
Tommy Junior asked excitedly. “I’ve grown 
ever so much bigger than when they saw me 
last. Do you think so?” 
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“Some,” replied Tom. “You're a pretty size- 
able fellow now, but I sort of think Ding will 
know you, not to mention your aunts.” 

“But they'll think I’m bigger, won’t they?” 

“Absolutely,” laughed Tom. 

“Let’s stop at Mr. Hartley’s and get them 
each a lollipop,” suggested Tommy Junior. 

“Let’s wait and see if they bring some with 
them,” his father offered. “Janet is sure to have 
some candy around somewhere.” 

“Do you know,” said Tommy Junior, “I’ve 
never been able to decide which of my aunts I 
like best.” 

“Better, you mean,” his father corrected. 

“T don’t see why,” said Tommy Junior, “but 
Ill say it if you like.” 

“Well, I’m blest if I can tell you so you'll 
understand,” replied his father, “but just remem- 
ber when there are two of a thing it’s better 
and when there are three it’s best.” 

Tommy Junior wrinkled up his nose. 

“Dad,” he asked gravely, “does grammar mat- 
ter very much? Beggar always says “don’t it’ 
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and I like Beggar better than Mr. Locke and he 
always says ‘does it not’. I'd rather be like Beg- 
gar 

Tom scratched his head. 

“Well, suppose you try to be like Beggar and 
talk like Mr. Locke,” he suggested. 

Tommy Junior shook his head. 

“Let’s talk about Phyl and Jan,” he said. 

They had an hour to wait for the incoming 


99 
° 


train and they found a carload from the Bundy 
ranch at the station ahead of them. 

“Hello, Tommy Junior,” called a girl of about 
sixteen. 

Her hair was cropped close like a boy’s and 
she wore khaki knickers and a flannel shirt. She 
was not pretty, but she had an independent air 
about her, a sort of brusqueness that was most at- 
tractive. 

“How’s your mother?” she called. 

“Mumsie’s well, but she’s terribly excited. 
Phyl and Jan are coming to-day.” 

“TIsn’t that great! Bet you’re excited, too.” 

“Deed I am.” 
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Tom was over talking cattle with Mr. Bundy, 
who had the biggest ranch in the county, but who 
did not vie with the Twin Stars when it came to 
cowmen, for the Twin Stars always won the con- 
tests in riding and roping for that part of the 
world, Circus being a great rider owing to his 
circus days, and Screw a marvel with the lariat. 
Sulky could do wonders with a black-snake whip. 

At last a cloud of white appeared down the 
track and from it emerged the dust-covered train. 

Tommy Junior danced on the platform ex- 
citedly. 

“Here they come, Dad. Come quickly,” he 
called. 

“Better give me your hand,” said Hannah 
Bundy, “or you'll be under the engine.” 

Tom grabbed his son by the shoulder to keep 
him away from the edge of the platform. 

The train puffed up and stopped. Peter 
jumped out first and waved to Tommy Junior. 
Tom was beside him in an instant and together 
they swung Jan and Phyl to the ground. They 
were followed by English. 
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“Ding!” cried Tommy Junior, and English 
grasped his small hand in his. 

“Oh, Tom,” gasped the twins, “it’s like coming 
home.” 

They had not changed any from the Twins 
of Old Chester. Their eyes were as dark and 
their hair as golden brown as ever, their merry 
smiles were identical and they were still dressed 
alike. The only difference was the expression 
of their eyes—Janet’s dreamed and Phyllis’s 
sparkled, yet Phyllis’s were the gentler of the 
two, for Janet’s dreamed of great adventures. 

“Where’s Daisy?” Phyllis asked when she had 
kissed the top of Tommy Junior’s head. 

“Don’t tell me she didn’t come to meet us!” 
exclaimed Janet. 

“There wasn’t room, and anyhow she’s fixing 
up the house, she and Sulky.” 

“Good old Sulky,” said Peter. 

“And the outfit, I thought sure they’d be 
here,” said English, a shade of disappointment on 
his face. 

“They would have been, old man, but they 


A SURPRISE 39 


don’t know you’re nearer than Yellowstone 
Park. We didn’t tell them you were coming, 
We aim to surprise them at dinner to-night. 
Have them walk in and find you sitting at the 
table.” | 

“Oh, that’s great!” exclaimed Peter, and Eng- 
glish grinned. 

“It was my own idea,” declared Tommy Jun- 
ior. 

“Let’s light out for home,” said Tom, and with 
their bags they all climbed into the car. 

“Ding, can I sit on your lap going home?” 
Tommy Junior asked. 

“Nipper, you can sit on my head if you lke, 
I’m so glad to see you.” 

“Tsn’t it thrilling to be back!” exclaimed Phyl- 
lis. “Oh, there’s that nice Bundy girl. Hello!” 

“Hello!” called Hannah Bundy. “TI’ll be 
riding over to see you soon.” 

“Make it very soon,” Janet called back. 

When they reached the ranch house Daisy was 
on the front steps. 

“Oh, my dears!” she cried. “I’m so glad to 
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see you!” and she enveloped the twins in a ten- 
der hug. 

“Come in the house at once and don’t dare to 
peek out. The boys will be simply wild when 
they see you and we mustn’t spoil the surprise,” 
she went on. 

“Do, folks,” said Sulky, shyly. 

“Oh, Uncle Pete!” Janet and Peter fell upon 
him and wrung his hand. He had known Peter 
in the days when he traveled about the land with 
his engineer father and had always been Uncle 
Pete to the boy. 

Janet, when she first came to the Twin Star, 
had transformed the gloomy Sulky into a genial 
old fellow. 

Daisy hurried them all into the house and 
pulled down the shades. 

José came grinning from the kitchen and wept 
at sight of English, who had once rescued him 
from the Mexicans. 

“Me, I make de swell dessert this day,” he said 
and disappeared into the kitchen. 

Daisy peeked out of the window. The boys 
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were riding in from the range and she could see 
them looking curiously at the drawn shades. 
She hurried her guests in the dining room and 
seated them at the table. Then she told José 
to blow his horn. 

“I’m going to cry,” said Phyllis. 

“I’m going to laugh,” said Janet. 

“Oh, mingle the two,” said Peter, ‘and have 
hysterics.” 

Beggar was the first to appear. He slouched 
into the room, head down, and got as far as 
the table, looked up and gave a war whoop of 
Joy: 

The rest heard it and still thinking it had 
something to do with a party for Tommy Jun- 
ior they crowded in at the door. 

Circus Bailey, when he saw them, jumped high 
in the air and gave a blood-curdling shriek. 

Jim Martin struck one fist into his open palm 
and grinned foolishly. 

Screw Williams embraced English in a great 
bear hug and danced around the room like an 


Indian. 
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Peter came into his share of the greetings and 
then the boys turned to the twins. 

“This is the surprise of a lifetime, and the 
grandest ever!” said Beggar, wringing both 
their hands. 

“Sure is,” echoed Jim Martin, “and to think 
Sulky knew it all the time!” 

“English, and you, too, Peter, get out of those 
dude clothes and make us think you are really 


? 


home,” suggested Circus. 

“Dude clothes or not, they’re home,” said 
Sulky, and he looked affectionately at them all. 

“I feel as though I had reached home,” said 
Peter, 

“A little bit of all right,” commented English, 
flushed and happy. 

“Tt is our home,” said Janet. 

“Same as Old Chester is your second home,” 
explained Phyllis. 

Tommy Junior wriggled ecstatically in his 
chair. 

“Hasn’t it been a bully surprise?” he cried 
joyfully. 
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“Oh, I’m so happy!” murmured Daisy. 

“Too bad Auntie Mogs is not here,” said Tom. 

José came to the door and grinned. 

“Me!” he exclaimed, slapping his chest. “Me, 
I have made the swell dessert for this day.” 


CHAPTER IV 


A LETTER FROM SALLY 


f hese first week slipped quickly by. All 
the guests felt perfectly at home at the 


ranch. Peter and English rode with the 

boys and Phyllis and Janet talked and talked to 
Daisy—there seemed to be so much to tell her. 

When this chapter opens they were in her 
room. Daisy and Phyllis were mending socks 
and Janet, in her riding habit, watched them 
lazily. Janet hated to sew. 

Tommy Junior burst in upon them. 

“Jan, I’m riding for the mail and I want you 
to come with me.” 

Janet looked at him affectionately. She al- 
ways wanted to kiss his curly head, but refrained. 

“All right, old sport, your venerable aunt will 
ride with you.” 

Tommy looked at her curiously. 
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“Jan, Pm riding for the mail and I want you to come 
with me.’ 
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“What’s venerable?” he demanded. 

“Venerable is old and ancient,” Janet told 
him, laughing. 

“Are you old and ancient?” Tommy Junior 
asked. “I didn’t think you were as old as 
Munsie.” 

“I’m not quite, darling, in years but in knowl- 
edge I am far superior,” teased Janet. 

Tommy Junior considered. “I guess it’s too 
hard for a little boy,” he decided. “Let’s go for 
the mail.” 

“Stop teasing the child, Jan,” Phyllis said, 
reproachfully. “Your Aunt Jan is not old or 
ancient,” she told him. “She’s as young and 
fetching as I am. Don’t believe a word she 
says.” 

“Oh, come on for a ride. Grown-up people 
always talk in riddles,” said Tommy Junior in 
disgust. 

They went to the corral where Sulky had 
Booster and Ding, Tommy Junior’s pony, 
named for his beloved English, ready saddled. 

“Sort of reckoned you’d come when the young 
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one told me he was going to ask you,” Sulky 
said. 

“Oh, thank you, Uncle Pete,” Janet ex- 
claimed. “I do feel like a ride.” 

They started off at a brisk trot and Tommy 
Junior’s Ding was in the lead. He was a fat 
little Shetland that did not care for that part of 
the country and showed it by being as lazy as 
possible on all occasions. To-day, however, 
owing to a long rest, he felt skittish and easily 
led the more sedate Booster in the race for the 
mail boxes. 

“Look, there’s some one there,’ Tommy 
Junior said, pulling in his pony, and looking 
critically ahead of him. He had the lowered 
eyebrows and the half-shut eyes peculiar to men 
who ride in the glare of the sun. It gave a grave 
and grown-up expression to his otherwise 
chubby baby face. 

“Oh, Tommy Junior, don’t you love it all?’ 
Janet asked suddenly. “You’re lucky to have 
it your home.” 


“Course I love it. I’m going to live here al- 
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ways and when I get big I’m going to have a 
new pony—horse, I mean—for every day and 
I’m going to learn to break bad horses, like 
Screw and the rest.” 

A great cacti hid the mail boxes for an in- 
stant, and when they were past and in view of 
them again the man who had been there the 
minute before was completely out of sight. 

“How queer! Where could he have gone?” 
asked Janet, looking around nervously. 

“Oh, he’s off in the brush,” said Tommy 
Junior, unconcerned, and the subject dropped 
with the finding of the mail. 

“A letter for you from Don,” said Janet, 
handing Tommy Junior a small envelope with 
a picture of a railroad train in one corner. 

Tommy Junior’s face fell. He could not do 
better than print an answer, and Don had 
written. 

“Here’s a letter from your Aunt Sally. Let’s 
walk the horses home and then I can read it.” 

She tore open the envelope and saw Sally’s 


familiar scrawl. 
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“Dearest Twins:” she read and then decided 
to wait until she reached home and could share 
it with Phyllis and Daisy. She glanced back at 
the mail boxes and was surprised to see the 
figure of a man standing beside them, but 
thoughts of Sally’s unread letter cast all 
thoughts of danger out. 

They galloped home and Janet went straight 
to the house with her letter, while Tommy 
Junior stayed with Sulky in the corral. 

“A letter from Sally—how nice!’ exclaimed 
Phyllis. “Read it to us straight off.” 


Dearest Twins: I want you to do something for me, 
please, and by my Aunt Jane’s poll parrot, it’s no small 
thing to ask. I have a kid cousin aged sixteen years, who 
has been quite sick. She has been spending the last few 
years of her young life down in Florida. That’s why you 
haven’t met her, though you’ve probably heard me speak 
of her. But all this rigmarole is just because I’m fussed 
at asking this tremendous favor. 

To make a long story short, she has to go west for her 
health—nervous breakdown, nothing serious—and Mother 
and I thought if you would make arrangements for her 
at some dude ranch, where you could ride over and see her 
some time, we’d be more than appreciative. In fact, we'd 
think you were angels. 

Had luncheon at the Hills’ yesterday and Taffy had four 
telephone calls from Chuck while we were there. I do 
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wish she’d announce her engagement, but when I asked her 
why she didn’t she said: “Silly, I can’t, the twins are in 
Arizona,” and I don’t know what she meant by that. 

I have to rush to the dressmaker’s, so won’t prolong this 
letter any more, except to bless you and say: Do hunt up 
a place for Natalie Ladd—that’s her name—and let me 
know pronto. There, hasn’t that a Western flavor? 

Write soon. Taffy is writing you, she said, but I don’t 
see when she gets time with answering the telephone every 
other minute. 

Loads of love to Daisy and Tommy Junior, not to men- 
tion Brother Tom. 

Yours always, 


SALLY. 


There was a moment’s silence when Janet 
finished reading the letter. The twins knew 
what they wanted Daisy to say and they were 
not disappointed. | 

“Have her here, of course; you two help so 
much with the work that one more won’t be a bit 
of trouble. Only I don’t see just where we are 
going to put her.” 

“In a tent, of course, and ask Sally to come 
with her,” Janet replied. 

“But you can’t have Sally without Taffy,” 
Daisy protested. “Ask her too, We'll find 


some one to help José and we'll have a regular 
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house party. Oh, girls, please say you will,” she 
pleaded. 

“Say we will! Why, Daisy, it’s the greatest 
of ideas. Let’s send telegrams at once,” Janet 
suggested. 

“Here come the boys. We'll tell them all 
about it,” exclaimed Phyllis. 

Tom and Peter and English thought the plan 
a splendid one. 

“Let’s write this Chuck too,” Tom said, smil- 
ing. “It will cost him a pretty penny to tele- 
phone Arizona.” 

“No, let’s give Daphne a chance to miss him,” 
said the wise Phyllis. 

“What a head!” teased English and put his 
arm around her shoulder. 

“Let’s all ride into Loophole, send off the 
telegrams and stay for the movies,” suggested 
Peter. 

“My husband has such brainy ideas,” laughed 
Janet. “Let’s do that very thing.” 

“Here, Daisy, here’s a letter for you from 
Helen. It got in with my mail. Jan couldn’t 
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read straight, I guess,” said Tom, handing his 
wife a letter addressed in Helen’s beautiful 
writing. 

“Better not read it aloud, Daisy, there might 
be confessions about Ivan. In my letter he says 
nothing of Helen, which makes me suspicious,” 
Peter added. 

Daisy glanced through the letter. 

“She says the Westlake family are as full of 
original schemes as ever. Debby wants a gaso- 
line station to attract motorists to Old Chester.” 

“Horrors!” exclaimed the twins. 

“That family, with Alice to lead them, will 
have the village a thriving metropolis before we 
return, and it won’t be good for our sheep,” 
laughed English. “Have to write Ivan to dis- 
courage the idea.” 

“Why not have Debby and Lorry here with 
Sally and Taffy?’ Tom suggested. “They 
could come on the same train, and while we’re 
at it, we may as well turn the Twin Stars into 
a dude ranch.” 

“Let's hurry up and send those telegrams,” 


said Janet. 


CHAPTER V 
A QUEER NATALIE 


HE telegrams were sent and replies came 
from everyone accepting the invitation to 
spend a month at the Twin Star, and Sally 
wired the date of her cousin’s arrival, which was 
a week before she could come. ‘The cousin was 
coming by boat as far as New Orleans and then 
by train to Loophole, changing at Phoenix. 
“She'll die in this weather on a boat,” said 
Tom. “She’d better have gone North and come 
down with the rest of the girls.” 
“Yes, I don’t like the idea of a sixteen-year- 


> 


old girl traveling alone,” said Daisy. 

Letters from Sally explained that Natalie 
had been across the country when she was four- 
teen and was as fearless as a lion. The only 
thing she didn’t know how to do was ride horse- 


back and she was eager to learn. 
5A 
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“T do hope you'll like her,” Sally ended. 

“Of course we shall,” said the twins. ‘“Sally’s 
cousin is bound to be nice.” 

In spite of the Bundy girl, who rode over to 
see them—in spite of the boys, who did their best 
at amusing them, the time dragged until the 
time for Natalie’s arrival. 

Phyllis and Tom rode into Loophole to meet 
the train. 

“For,” said Janet, “you are so much more ef- 
ficient at meeting strangers than I am. I only 
stare at them.” 

“Rude child,” laughed Daisy. 

At Loophole they waited at the dusty station 
for over an hour. The sun was setting in a 
blaze of amber and scarlet when the train finally 
pulled in. 

At last, a girl chewing gum and walking with 
a decided swagger came up to them. 

“You're Mr. and Mrs. Page,” she said, rather 
rudely. 

Phyllis looked at her aghast. She was dressed 
in an orange and red dress of bizarre flower de- 
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sign, and she wore a white straw hat at a rakish 
angle. 

“Yes, I’m Tom Page,” said Tom, and Phyllis, 
her heart sinking, said: 

“T’m Phyllis, one of the twins.” 

“Oh, sure, one of the twins. I’d have known 
you anywhere. Well, ’'m Natalie Ladd,” the 
girl announced, with something of bravado in 
her voice and manner. 

“How do you do?” said Phyllis blankly. 

They got into the waiting car and on the road 
home Phyllis tried to make conversation. Tom, 
after one glance at the unattractive, dark- 
skinned girl, shrugged his shoulders and left the 
entertaining to Phyllis. 

“How long ago is it since you saw Sally?” 
Phyllis asked, trying to find a congenial topic. 

“Oh, not so very long ago,” said Natalie. 
“She was well when I saw her. I don’t want to 
talk about Sally—I don’t like her very much.” 

“Don’t like Sally!” exclaimed Phyllis. “Why, 
I never knew anyone who didn’t like Sally.” 

“Well, I don’t, and she’s not crazy about you 
either—told me so.” 
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It was so palpably not the truth that the girl 
was telling that Phyllis laughed. 

“Oh, come,” she said, still trying to be polite, 
“you mustn’t say that about Sally. You see, I 
know Sally likes me.” 

“Well, I know she don’t,” Natalie replied. 

“Dont,” thought Phyllis. Sally’s cousin was 
not only impossible but ungrammatical as well. 
Phyllis couldn’t understand it. She trembled to 
think of what Janet would have to say on the 
subject. Well, the girl was there and they’d 
simply have to make the most of it. 

Janet had said she stared rudely at strangers 
and she proved it, for she looked absolutely flab- 
bergasted at this new and alarming girl when 
Phyllis introduced her. 

“Have we ever met before?” Natalie asked as 
Janet continued to stare. 

“No, we haven’t,” said Janet. “How could 
you think we had?” 

“Oh, I wasn’t sure,” and Natalie laughed 
nervously. “I’m always forgetting.” 

Dinner was announced and the boys filed in. 
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Phyllis could have wept as each face fell, but 
the girl seemed pleased to see so many boys and 
talked to them of herself throughout the meal. 

Tommy Junior took a violent dislike to her 
and sat silent. 

“Let's take a horseback ride in the moon- 
light,”’ she said when they were all seated on the 
veranda. 

It was a little strange for a guest to make 
a suggestion, and in the face of Sally’s letter 
it was doubly odd. 

“But night is no time to learn to ride, 


ee 


said 
Daisy, with her usual sweetness. 

“Learn to ride! You make me laugh. Why, 
I’ve ridden all my life,” Natalie replied rudely. 

“But Sally said—” began Phyllis. 

“Sally don’t know everything.” 

“No, but Aunt Jane’s poll parrot does,” 
laughed Janet, trying to help Phyllis out. 

“Oh, yes, my Aunt Jane, I didn’t know she 
had a parrot, but then Sally never tells me any- 
thing. But don’t let’s talk any more about my 
relatives, they make me sick.” 
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“Oh,” said Janet, stung to rudeness, “how can 
you talk that way about Sally and her adorable 
mother?” 

“Well, I just can,” replied Natalie, “and if 
you don’t like it, don’t talk about it.” 

After a few minutes the boys began to dis- 
appear, and later, as the twins went to their 
rooms, they heard them arguing in the bunk- 
house. 

Tom did not bother to ask his guest if she 
would be frightened alone in her tent. She 
could easily be accommodated in the house, but 
she had come to breathe the Arizona air and Tom 
hoped she’d soon get her fill of it and depart. 

The twins, with Peter and English, sat long 
in the living room reviewing the situation. 

“Tt’s too awful,” said Janet. “I loathe her 
and she’s our guest. Whatever will we do with 
her?” 

“But think of poor Daisy and Tom,’ 
Phyllis. “They aren’t especial friends of Sally’s 
and there’s no reason why they should be made 


> 


cried 


miserable by her being what she is.” 
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“I’m thinking of them and Sally too, when 
she comes,” Janet replied. “She'll be worried 
to death. And, Phyl, how can she say she doesn’t 
like Sally and her mother?” 

“Jan,” said Peter suddenly, “did Sally say 
she couldn’t ride horseback?” 

“Yes, she wrote it in her last letter.” 

English whistled. “And she has never heard 
of Aunt Jane’s poll parrot,” he said. 

The two boys looked at each other hard and 
something passed between them in that look. 

“Time we were all in bed,” said Peter, stifling 
a pretended yawn. 

Sleep sometimes brings counsel and the boys 
had about made up their minds that they had 
been imagining things, when Tom came toward 
them from the kitchen the next morning. 

“Boys, I’m worried,” he said. “I have just 
heard our young guest talking to José in a wild 
outburst of Spanish and if she was ever related 
to Sally Ladd it was a long way back.” 

Peter and English looked at each other. 

“Just what we were thinking last night,” 
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Peter replied. “I thought out a scheme early 
this morning before I decided I was crazy to 
suspect anything.” 

“Let’s hear it,” said English. 

“Telegraph Sally for a description of her 
cousin and tell her to reply at once,” Peter told 
him. 

“We'll do that right after breakfast,’ Tom 
agreed, “but not a word to the girls.” 

“What will Sally say if it is her cousin?” 
demanded Peter. 

“Oh, Sally will understand,” English assured 
him. 

The boys made some excuse for riding away 
and sent a direct wire to Sally in New York. 

The answer did not come before, evening and 
when it came the boys opened it expectantly. 


It read: 
DARK HAIR AND EYES. WHAT’S UP? WOR- 


RIED. 

“Maybe,” said Peter. 

“Maybe not,” said English. “Wire and ask 
Sally if her cousin can speak Spanish.” 
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The answer came back the next morning: 


NO BUT FRENCH FLUENTLY. 


“T used to know French,” said English. “Tl 
try her out.” 

“Bon jour. Comment allez vous ce matin?” 
he said when he joined the girls in the living 
room. . 

“That’s French, isn’t it?” said Natalie. “I 
only speak Spanish.” 

“Pardon,” said English, “that’s just my way,” 
and he walked off, to be joined in a few minutes 
by Peter. 


“Maybe Sally’s mistaken. They haven’t met 
for quite some time,” he offered. 

“Not long enough to forget French and learn 
Spanish. ‘Tom said she spoke like a native,” 
English shook his head. 

They consulted Tom and the result was an- 
other wire to Sally to hasten her arrival. 

They had four days to wait, and on the morn- 
ing of the fifth the twins rode into Loophole ~ 


without telling Natalie they were going. The 
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boys had warned them not to tell her of Sally’s 
expected arrival. 

Natalie was all unsuspecting. She haunted 
the corral and the boys spent most of their time 
trying to keep out of her way. 

Sally was the first one off the train. 

“Where’s Nat?” she demanded. 

“She’s at the ranch,” Janet said. “We 
wanted you to ourselves, at first.” 

Debby and Lorry and Daphne came next. 
They were wildly excited. 

“Where’s the mysterious cousin?” they asked. 

The first person to meet them on their arrival 
at the ranch was Natalie. She and Sally stared 
at each other. 

“Where’s Nat?’ asked Sally at last. 

The girl stammered: “I’m Nat. Don’t you 
know me?” 

Sally gasped. “I never saw you before in my 
life,” she said. “You’re no more Natalie Ladd 


than my Aunt Jane’s poll parrot.” 


CHAPTER VI 


SUSPENSE 


\VWWiees: is Natalie then?” demanded 
Sally. 


She was pale and the other girls stood 

silence while she asked the fatal question. 

The girl who had been masquerading as 
Natalie turned a sullen face to her questioner. 

*T don’t know,” she said at last. 

Tom and Daisy came out and saw at a glance 
what was wrong, and Tom took command. 

“Come into my office,” he said. “Now then,” 
he asked when the girl was seated opposite him, 
“where did you meet Natalie Ladd?” 

“On the train,” she replied. 

Courage had left her voice and she stood, a 
rather forlorn figure, before Tom. 

“Go on,” he prompted. 


“T met her on the train, I tell you. She was in 
64 
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the dressing room with me and she fell and hit 
her head on the water cooler. I called the con- 
ductor and he and the porter brought her to, but 
all she could do was rave. She couldn’t remem- 
ber a thing. All she kept saying was ‘Sally.’ ” 

“Go on,” said Tom, as she paused. 

“Oh, what’s the use?” said the girl. “I was 
going to Mexico to visit some relative I hate, 
so I took her bag and gave her mine. We had 
talked about this ranch and Sally.” 

“Did she say she hated Sally?” Phyllis in- 
sisted. 

“No, but—well, I thought if I said I hated 
her you wouldn’t ask me questions. And if I 
said Sally hated you, you wouldn’t ask her here, 
and perhaps you’d never see her again. But 
you wouldn’t believe me and now I suppose I'll 
go to jail.” 

“But what happened to Natalie?” Sally de- 
manded. 

“T don’t know. They took her off the train 
at Phoenix and I kept away from her.” 

“Cheer up, Sally,” said Tom. “Nothing very 
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terrible could have happened to her and I'll take 
the train at Loophole this afternoon. You’d 
better come with me. We'll take— What’s 
your name?” he demanded, turning to the girl. 

“Tsabella Torrado,” she admitted. 

“Well, Isabella, we'll take you along too and 
turn you over to the sheriff and ask his advice 
as to what is best to be done with you.” 

Isabella began to whimper. 

“T only did it for a joke,” she said. 

“Don’t do anything to her, Tom, if you find 
Natalie all right,” Daisy begged. ‘‘She’s only 
sixteen, remember.” 

“I’m remembering,” said Tom, “but I think 
she ought to be punished.” 

Nobody ate any lunch that day. Sally tried 
to keep a stiff upper lip, although she was beset 
with terrors. Daphne and Debby and Lorry 
wanted to show their appreciation for the 
grandeur which is Arizona’s, but everyone felt 
they were holding off until a more favorable 
time. 


Sally and Tom, with Isabella, left that after- 
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noon for Phoenix, promising to wire as soon as 
they had any news. The others, left at home, 
sat around and talked in hushed voices. 

“Oh, let’s do something,” exclaimed Janet, 
“It’s terrible sitting here waiting.” 

“Yes, it is,” agreed Debby. “I’m just dying 
to learn to ride horseback, but somehow I can’t 
until we get that wire.” 

“TI understand,” said Phyllis. “Tell us some 
more about Auntie Mogs and Nan and Helen 
and Sonia.” 

“Don’t forget Hester,” added Janet. 

“Auntie Mogs is as adorable as ever,” Lorry 
replied. “She and Sonia were down at the house 
for luncheon.” 

“And Sonia made a great hit with Father,” 
added Debby. “She and Hester go everywhere 
together and Di is usually with them.” 

“Nan is as grand as ever. Grand is the only 
word I can think of in relation to Nan. But she 
misses Peter and Jan terribly,” Lorry said, with 
enthusiasm. 

“Now tell us about Helen,” Phyllis begged. 
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“Oh, she and Ivan are just as crazy as ever,” 
Debby replied. “Crazy about each other and 
crazy enough not to show it.” 

“Let me tell about Alice,” said Daphne. 
“She was at the train to see us off and anyone 
more full of fun I can’t imagine.” 

Peter and English came in at this point. They 
had been out with the boys all the morning. 

“Just couldn’t stick around and see that girl,” 
Peter admitted. “I’d have boxed her ears sure.” 

“Simply poisonous,” said English. “Disliked 
her from the minute I saw her.” 

“Oh, girls,’ Daisy spoke from the doorway, 
“the boys are home, as you see, and they’re all 
hungry. Let’s eat a belated luncheon.” 

“T’m hungry too,” admitted Daphne, “though 
it does seem a crime to eat with Sally so 
worried.” 

The boys were all delighted to welcome their 
guests. ‘They met them in the dining room. 
Daphne was easily the favorite. She bewildered 
them all with her beauty and fascinated them 
with her charm of manner. 
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“This isn’t the kind of welcome we’d have 
given you,” Beggar began, “but that girl, she 
certainly upset a fellow. She pestered old Sulky 
into being rude, but of course the rest of us 
never forget our manners. Butter wouldn’t melt 
in Jim’s mouth.” 

“°Tisn’t so,” protested Jim, and in his ve- 
hemence overturned a cup of coffee. The con- 
tents fell on Daphne, who was sitting next him, 
and ruined her white broadcloth dress. Jim 
blushed scarlet, and all the boys laughed. 

“Now look what you’ve gone and done,” 
Screw teased him. 

“Never mind, Mr. Martin,” said Daphne. 
“Tt doesn’t matter a bit and I’m sure it will come 
out with cold water.” 

From that hour on, Jim was Daphne’s de- 
voted slave. 

After luncheon the tension was somewhat less- 
ened and they went out to the corral to inspect 
the horses. In the back of all their minds was 
the thought of Sally and her lost cousin, but now 


that luncheon was over their spirits went up and 
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they believed with all their hearts that it would 
be a simple matter to find her. 

“Why not try a little horseback riding to pass 
the time?” English suggested. 

“Oh,” cried Daphne, “I’d never dare to get 
on one of those terrible horses. Look, it’s stand- 
ing on its legs!” 

“What did you expect it to stand on, Taffy?” 
asked Peter. 

“T mean its hind legs,” corrected Daphne. 

“Do they do that when you’re on them?” 
asked Debby. “And if they do, why don’t you 
slip right off his back?” 

“You mustn’t hold on to your pommel,” said 
Tommy Junior. “That’s not sporting. You 
have to grip with your knees.” 

Tommy had been well taught. 

Daphne surveyed the horse before her 
and then smiled her slow adorable smile. 
“It’s a good thing I like to walk,” she said. 

Lorry looked at the grinning men before her. 

“Didn't Auntie Mogs ride a_ particularly 


gentle animal while she was here?” she asked. 
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“That was old Napoleon. He’s dead and 
gone. There’s nothing like him left on the Twin 
Star,” said Beggar. ‘All of these here horses 
are man-killers.” 

“Well, so long as they are not lady-killers,” 
said Taffy, and Janet shook her. 

“Guess we'd better harness up Booster and 
Rooster for Debby and Lorry and let them try 
their luck with them. How about it, English?’ 
. asked Beggar. 

“Best idea so far, but I don’t want Phyl rid- 
ing any of your wild mustangs. She can have 
the horse I was riding this morning,” answered 
English. 

“Bites,” said Jim Martin, then he looked at 
Daphne’s spotted dress. “Gee, but I’m sorry.” 

“He won’t bite me,” laughed Phyllis, “for Pll 
not give him the chance.” 

“Well, who’s up first?” asked Sulky, a bridle 
dangling from his hand. 

“T think it’s a crime to have our first lesson 
without Sally,” said Daphne. 

Daisy joined them. 
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“Make one of the boys do some fancy riding 
for you,” she suggested. 

“You're elected, Screw,” said Peter. “Ride 
"em cowboy.” 

Screw loved to show off. He walked over to 
a horse, caught him by the mane and Jim threw 
a saddle over his back. Beggar slipped the bit 
in his mouth and when he was ready Screw 
vaulted lightly into the saddle. It was really a 
mild pinto that he had chosen, but no horse will 
be docile when a large and heavy sombrero is 
slapped against its sides. 

Pepper reared up on his hind legs, pawed the 
air and then settled down to kick, and he kicked 
hard. Screw stood up in the stirrups and roared 
with delight. 

The girls stood by fascinated. 

“Tm going to ride that horse,” said Janet. 

“Ride a steer,” Debby demanded, and the 
boys laughed. 

“We'll stage an exhibition for you one of 
these days ‘over at Bundy’s corral,” Beggar 
promised. 
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“We ought to give the girls a picnic to cele- 
brate their arrival,” suggested Jim, blushing. 

“Let’s wait until we hear from Sally,” 
Phyllis said, a little dread in her heart. 

The boys went about their several duties and 
the girls sat in the cool of the living room. They 
felt guilty at having had even a tiny good time 
without Sally and they made up for it by talk- 
ing of her and conjecturing about the cousin 
and the possible fate of Isabella. 

Dinner time came and there was no word. 
English rode in to the telegraph office and 
waited until nine o’clock. Then he kept the 
clerk away from the movies to watch the key- 
board. At nine-thirty a message came through: 


NATALIE SAFE WITH RUSTY. ARRIVE HOME 
TO-MORROW.—TOM. 

“Oh, I say, that’s a bit of luck,” ejaculated 
English, and was on his horse and flying towards 
the Twin Star before the astonished agent had 
time to say good-by. 


CHAPTER VII 
NAT ARRIVES 


ET’S all go in and meet Sally,” suggested 
L, Janet early the next morning. 

“No,” said Phyllis, “Natalie may still 
be sick.” 

“Then you and English go in,” said Janet, 
“and the rest of us will ride as far as the mail 
box when we see you coming. If she’s sick we'll 
be as quiet as mice, but if she’s well, we'll give 
her a rousing welcome.” 

“T don’t think she’s ill,” said Daisy. “If she 
were, I think Tom would have said something 
about it in his wire.” 

“Who did you say is going to ride to meet 
her?” asked Daphne, laughing. 

“Yes, that’s what I want to know,” added ° 
Lorry. 

“Why, this morning I feel as if I could ride 
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anything,” declared Debby. “This air makes 
me feel like getting up and whooping for joy.” 

“Can’t we walk over to that funny shaped 
mountain?” asked Daphne. “It seems just a 
nice little hike.” 

“Take you all day and all night,” said Peter, 
“but if you want to go I’ve no doubt Jim will 
take you.” 

The others laughed and Jim blushed a deep 
scarlet. 

“Never mind, Taffy,” said Screw Williams, 
who on the day of the Twins’ wedding had dis- 
pensed with all formality, “Jim has got no man- 
ners but his heart is in the right place.” 

“That is, if he’s got any heart,” teased 
Beggar. 

“Oh, dry up, can’t you?” groaned Jim. But 
Daphne only smiled. 

“They are having such a good time, let them 
go on,” she said. “We don’t mind.” 

“Oh, Taffy!” exclaimed Debby imnocently. 
“Tf Chuck could only see you now!” 

It was Taffy’s turn to blush, and if Taffy was 
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pretty ordinarily she was lovelier when she 
blushed. Jim looked at her with doglike de- 
votion. 

They were all at the breakfast table and 
Daisy at the head of it looked worried. She 
had picked Jim out for the little school-teacher 
who taught the school which Daisy had started 
with her money three years before, and she did 
not want pretty Daphne to spoil her plan. 

Janet saw the pucker of her brow and deter- 
mined to find out the cause. 

“How did you leave Chuck and Harry 
Waters?” asked English, looking first at 
Daphne and then at Debby. “And how is the 
amusing Jimmy?” he asked, turning to Lorry. 

Lorry never blushed—it was against her 
Spartan principles—but she looked decidedly 
fussed, as she replied offhandedly, 

“Oh, all right.” 

Sulky pushed his chair away from the table. 
“How about those horses?” he asked, looking at 
Janet. “Do you want them saddled?” 


“It would be fun to surprise Sally, wouldn’t 
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it?’ Janet returned. “Up, everybody, and into 
your riding clothes!” 

There was a general exodus from the dining 
room, and Janet caught Daisy by the arm and 
pulled her into the office. 

“What are you worried about, sister mine? 
It’s something about Taffy and Jim. I could 
tell from the expression of your face.” 

“It’s nothing, dear,” smiled Daisy. “But I 
wanted Jim to like Hetty Millbanks and now 
I’m afraid he never will.” 

“Oh, you little matchmaker!” teased Janet. 
“He shall like her. By the way, when are we 
going to meet her?” 

“School begins next month and she’s coming 
to stay at the Bundys’ a couple of weeks before 
then,” Daisy told her. 

“Good! We'll meet her then,” Janet replied, 
“and, Daisy, I promise you Daphne won’t in- 
terfere with your plans.” 

Out in the corral the girls were surveying the 
horses with something akin to fear—that is, 


Daphne and Lorry were. Lorry, with her 
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usual Spartan fortitude, had decided to die game. 

Sulky picked her out as the only one of the 
three likely to ride well, and put her on a horse 
noted for the little habit of kicking out as he ran. 

“But he won’t run to-day,” said Sulky, “so 
that’s all right.” 

Beggar took the bridle and carefully showed 
Lorry how to handle the curb and snaffle, and 
led her triumphantly around the corral. 

“Come on, Debby,” insisted Screw. “Up you 
get on Booster, as tame a little horse as ever you 
saw.” 

“Tt’s really not at all bad, Deb,” called Lorry, 
“and you mustn’t show the white feather.” 

Debby, always accustomed to being ruled by 
the firmer Lorry, got into the saddle and 
trembled a little. The horse was small, but even 
_at that, she felt a long way from the ground. 
However, she succeeded in staying on when 
Screw made the horse jogtrot a little, and she 
decided she was going to like it. 

“Come on, Jim, get Taffy into that saddle 


and complete the procession,” Screw called out. 
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Now Taffy hated to have anyone think she 
was afraid, so she vaulted lightly into the saddle 
the way they did it in the movies—or at least she 
started to vault into the saddle, but she missed 
her aim and crash, riding habit and all, she 
landed in the dust of the corral. 

Jim picked her up and dusted her off gingerly. 
He was afraid she was broken. She was such a 
fragile little thing. But Taffy laughed and 
tried again, this time using Jim’s hand as a first 
stirrup. When she was firmly seated in the 
saddle, she picked up the reins and with a smart 
chirrup to the pony she smiled down at the 
astonished Jim as the pony dashed by and out 
of the corral gate. 

They watched her in amazement as she made 
the wiry little pony go through all sorts of capers. 

“Why!” exclaimed Janet, “she rides as well as 
I do.” 

“No, she doesn’t,” Sulky contradicted flatly, 
“but she rides, golly, she rides.” 

Daphne brought her mount back and faced 


her audience smilingly. 
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“Well, I fooled you, but I fooled myself too,” 
she said. “I haven’t ridden since—oh, before I 
knew you, Jan. When I was a little girl I used 
to ride in Central Park with Father and I won 
some ribbons for the juvenile contests at the 
academy.” 

“T knew she didn’t learn to ride in the open,” 
said Sulky under his breath. 

“Well, but Taffy, I don’t understand. You 
told us you were frightened,” protested Debby 
from her pony’s back. 

“And so I was,” agreed Daphne. “I was 
afraid I'd forgotten how, and when I saw that 
horse cut up this morning I was frightened to 
death that that was the way they all acted.” 

“Not my lamb,” said Debby, and she leaned 
over to pat Booster on his silky neck. 

English looked at his wrist watch. 

“Time for us to be starting,” he called. “Get 
on your bonnet. I suppose you'll drive the car 
yourself,” he said to Phyllis. 


’ 


“Of course,” she answered, “and I expect to 


climb trees to make up for Taffy’s display. She 
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rides better than any of us,” she confided as they 
bowled along towards Loophole. 

“No, darling, she doesn’t,” English contra- 
dicted her. “She doesn’t ride any better than 
you and not nearly as well as Jan. What she 
does is fireworks.” 

“Oh, dear,” said Phyllis, “you are so comfort- 
ing. 

“Now, let us talk about us,” English went on. 
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“I haven’t had you to myself for days, and, 
Phyllis dear, I don’t like it. Can’t you keep five 
minutes of the day for me alone?” 

“Of course, I can, dearest. I think that 
would be lovely. Let’s say, just before dinner. 
Well have a little ride together and talk over 
the day.” 

“Yes, and we'll get Peter and Jan to go off 
in the other direction. I do like the twins to be 
doing the same thing at the same time.” 

“Oh, you best of men,” said Phyllis, sentimen- 
tally. And because there was none there to see, 
except the cacti, English leaned over and kissed 


the tip of her nose. 
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Once arrived at the station, they had not long 
to wait before the train pulled in. 

Tom jumped out first, said “Hello” to Phyllis 
and English, and turned with an amused smile 
to help off a dark little girl with bobbed head. 
A severe but very becoming boyish bob it was, 
and eyes that danced with fun. She ran straight 
to Phyllis and held out her arms. 

“Twin,” she said, “let me embrace you. 
Where’s the other one?” 

“Well, you see,” Phyllis explained, “we didn’t 
know just whether or not you’d be too ill to 
want to see a crowd, so I came first.” 

“Then you're Phyllis!’ Natalie exclaimed. 
“Janet is at home probably turning handsprings 
on horseback, or something daring.” 

“How clever of you to guess! May I present 
- my husband?” 

English held out a ready hand. 

“Oh, I know all about you, too.” Natalie 
smiled humorously. “But I won’t embarrass 
you by reciting your great deeds of valor.” 

“Spare me, please,” laughed English. 
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“Sally, darling, we’ve missed you so,” said 
Phyllis, as she and Sally hugged each other. 

“And now tell us all about it, loud enough for 
me to hear.” Phyllis was still driving the car 
and she flung her request back over her shoulder. 

“It’s so simple, but it might have been so 
tragic,” said Natalie. “I was carried out of the 
ear, and who should be in town but Miss Agatha. 
She went to the hospital with me and stayed 
there until I was ready to move. Then she took 
me home. I was penniless and didn’t know 
my own name, thanks to that fiend in the 
gaudy dress. But that didn’t bother Miss 
Agatha.” 

“She told me she hoped you'd always forget, 
so she could keep you,” interrupted Sally. “She 
was quite peevish because we took you away.” 

“She’s a royal darling,” said Natalie. 

“Go on with the story,” called back Phyllis. 

“Nothing more, except when Tom and Sally 
traced me to the Savage ranch and I saw dear 
old Sally, I remembered everything and here we 
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are. 
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There was a pause of a full minute while they 
all thought the same thing. 

“What happened to Isabella?’ asked Phyllis, 
at last breaking it. 

“Oh, Rusty sent for her uncle, and she’s to 
stay with them until he comes,” said Tom. “By 
the time Miss Agatha gets through lecturing 
her, she'll be sorry enough.” 

They came to the mail boxes and down the 
road came a slow-moving body of horsemen and 
girls. And in the shadow of a great cacti stood 
a Mexican. 


CHAPTER VIII 
THE INVITATION 


Hc. Jan.” Natalie leaned over the 
side of the car and shook hands with 

Janet, who had ridden up beside it. She 
did not wait for any introduction. “I did my 
best to cut you out with Rusty Savage, but I 
couldn’t manage it.” 

Janet looked at her and laughed a contagious 
little chuckle. 

“Oh, I’m so glad you’re you,” she said. “Let 
me present the rest.” 

Natalie held up her hand. 

“No, I want to guess them,” she said. “That’s 
Taffy—I know from Sally’s description of her 
—and you two are Lorry and Debby, but I'm 
blest if I know which is which.” 

“I’m Lorry,” said Lorry firmly, “and Id 
shake hands with you if I wasn’t afraid of fall- 
ing off my horse.” 
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Phyllis undertook the introduction of the 
boys. They ranged around the side of the car 
and shook hands with pleased grins. 

“Let’s get on home,” said Sally. “I want to 
get into a riding habit, too.” 

‘Did we surprise you, Sally?’ asked Debby. 
“Daphne did fool us all, I can tell you.” 

They drove slowly home, surrounded by the 
horses, and found Daisy waiting on the steps for 
them, with Tommy Junior beside her. 

“Oh, Daisy, I’m here at last, and how nice it 
is for you to have me after all the trouble I’ve 
caused you,” Natalie explained. 

“Oh, I’m so glad you're all right,” said Daisy. 
“How is the poor head?” 

“It still feels a little funny when I get tired, 
but aside from that I’m all right.” 

It was evident that Natalie wanted to be 
taken into the family, and her radiant good 
humor won her a place at once in Daisy’s gener- 
ous heart. 

Tommy Junior had been surveying her, with 


distrust at first. He was confused in his little 
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mind about the sham Natalie and the real one, 
so he had determined not to like either one of 
them. 

Natalie turned to him with an engaging smile. 


> 


“Hello, Tommy Junior,” she said in an off- 
hand manner. “Why didn’t you come to meet 
me with the rest?” 

Tommy Junior still continued to stare at her. 

“You're lots nicer than the other girl,” he 
said. “I like you.” 

The boys sighed with relief. It was all right 
if the young one liked her. 

They went in to luncheon, a merry meal, 
where the girls’ high laughter mingled with the 
men’s deep chuckles. 

“What’ll we do to celebrate Nat’s arrival?” 
asked Beggar, dispensing with all formality. 

“Have a picnic to-night beside the gorge. It’s 
nice there in the moonlight,” said Screw, look- 
ing at Jim. 

‘Do we have to go on horseback?” asked 
Debby. “Because I’m so stiff I can’t get on 


another horse for a week.” 
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‘Debby,’ said Lorry severely, “don’t be a 
quitter.” 

Debby stiffened like a ramrod. “All right,” 
she said, “but somebody will have to lift me up 
on the saddle. Once there, if you walk the 
horses I’m good for miles.” 

Tom laughed from his end of the table. 

“At the risk of being disagreeable, I must 
remind you,” he said, “that there’s still some 
work to be done this afternoon.” 

“Righto,” said English, jumping up from the 
table, quite as if he still belonged to the outfit. 

“What darlings!’ exclaimed Natalie. “TI 
shall probably fall in love with each one of them.” 
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“T’ve an idea,” said Daisy. ‘Somebody ride 
over to the Bundys’ and get Hannah Bundy 
and anyone she has staying at her house. Tell 
‘her to bring over some of their boys and we'll 
have a smgsong. I dearly love to hear English 
sing. Jan, you and Daphne ride over, and 
Phyl, you take the car into Loophole for pro- 
visions. ‘The rest of you can help me make sand- 
wiches.” 
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“I’m a wonder at making sandwiches,” 
boasted Natalie. “Give me the bread knife.” 

Sally decided to go with Phyllis. They asked 
Natalie to go with them, but she preferred to 
stay with Debby and Lorry. It was easy to see 
they were laying the foundation for a strong 
friendship. 

Janet and Daphne went to the corral to find 
their horses and discovered Sulky braiding a 
whip. 

“Who is that for?” asked Janet, wonderingly, 
knowing that he made them only for his special 
favorites. 

“Well, I sort 0’ reckoned that Nat might be 
needing it by and by,” said Sulky in reply to 
her question. 

“Why don’t you make me one, Uncle Pete?” 
asked Daphne. 

“Figure you'd better go on using the crop,” 
said Sulky, not unkindly. 

Daphne felt snubbed, but she laughed good- 
naturedly. 

They rode off in the direction of Bundy’s 
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ranch. They rode easily, their horses close to- 
gether, and talked as they rode. 

“Jan,” said Daphne, suddenly, “the boys 
thought I was showing off this morning and 
they didn’t like it.” 

“What nonsense!” Janet replied. “Of course 
they did. They were crazy about it.” 

“Then why won't Uncle Pete make me a 
whip?” Daphne asked. 

“Because, my dear, he won’t admit that you 
ride as well as I do,’ Janet laughed. “He 
taught me to ride and he’s very proud of me.” 

“Well, of course,” sighed Daphne, “I don’t, 
but I wish I did. I wish you would take me off 
in a corner and give me some lessons,” she added. 

Janet looked down at Daphne’s pretty foot 
encased in its shiny boot. The toe of it rested 
- lightly in the stirrup. She glanced at her own 
foot, which was thrust sturdily into the stirrup. 
Daphne watched her. 

“All right,” she said, “although I was taught 
not to.” 


“Now rest your hand on the pommel of your 
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saddle and drop the hand with the crop. See 
how much more comfy that is?” 

“My riding master would turn in his grave,” 
said Daphne, “but it is easier. You can ride 
without thinking about it this way.” 

“Well, that counts when you’re taking a long 
ride,” said Janet. 

They went on for a while in silence. Janet 
broke it. 

“Taffy, do you miss Chuck?” she asked. 

Daphne let her horse slacken to a walk before 
she answered. 

“Yes, Jan, I do, ina way. There’s something 
about Chuck that makes me wonder. He’s 
never done anything really big for me.” 

“What under the sun do you mean?’ de- 
manded Janet. “He makes more fuss about 
you than I ever saw any man make over a girl 
in my life. What more do you want?” 

“Something big,” Daphne confided, with a 
wave of her arm. “I want him to rescue me from 
peril, or walk miles to see me, or endanger his 
life for me. Instead of that, he just sends me 
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flowers, telephones me and rides to see me in his 
big car. If he’d only walk and write me poems,” 
she ended despairingly. 

Janet rocked in the saddle. 

“Taffy, you romantic little idiot, you! What 
good would it do him to walk when he has a car 
to ride in? And the poor boy probably can’t 
make two words rhyme. And how can he save 
your life when you’re never in any danger?” 

“Well, I don’t care, he could do something,” 
said Daphne stubbornly. 

“Speaking of love affairs,” said Janet, 
“Daisy has Jim Martin all picked out for the 
little school-teacher, so, Taffy dear, don’t break 
his heart.” 

“Has she really?’ asked Daphne, disregard- 
ing the latter part of the sentence. “How excit- 
ing! Let’s help. I think a wedding at the Twin 
Star would be too darling for words.” 

“Then you're not very crazy about Jim your- 
self, are you?” Janet asked. 

“Crazy about Jim! Of course not, and the 


poor boy likes me only because I am from the 
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city and have some pretty clothes. He'll pro- 
pose to the school-teacher when the time comes, 
Tl make him.” 

By this time they had come to the entrance 
to the Bundy ranch, a low house built of stucco 
in the adobe style but with none of the home 
touches of a garden or window curtains to re- 
lieve the drab monotony. 

“Not nearly so lovely as the Twin Star,” said 
Daphne. “Why don’t they have a garden?” 

“Too much trouble,” laughed Janet. “Tom 
stood an awful lot of teasing when he built his 
garden.” 

“W onder why he did it in spite of them?” asked 
Daphne. 

“That’s easy. He had just come from a New 
England village where everybody had gardens, 
and he just couldn’t live in this place without 
one. You see, Tom ran away from home, but it 
wasn’t because he didn’t love home. It was be- 
cause Grandmother was so strict and—” 

The rest of the sentence remained unfinished, 
for Hannah Bundy and another girl saw them 
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from their seat on the corral fence and called out 
to them. 

“Hello there!” MHannah had a stride like a 
man and a bluff manner, but she was a thor- 
oughly likable girl. Her companion was a 
short, fat girl with a profusion of taffy-colored 
hair, not bobbed, and three dimples, one in her 
chin and one in either cheek. She was about 
twenty years of age and when she walked she 
swung along with a rolling gait that bespoke 
much riding. She was shy and eager at the 


same time. 
“What good luck brings you over here?” 
asked Hannah. “We were just wondering 


what to do with ourselves when you happened 
along.” 

“Picnic to-night,” Janet replied, “but first let 
me present Daphne Hillis—Hannah Bundy—” 
and she stopped. 

“Oh, this is Hetty Millbank, school-teacher 
over your way,” said Hannah. “Meet Janet, 
who’s a regular girl, and Daphne, who looks like 


one too.” 
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“Will you come for the picnic?” asked Daphne. 
“Do say you will.” 

“Of course. How about food? I'll bring a 
ham. How about the boys? They'll weep if 
they can’t come.” 

“Bring them, we expect you to,” said Janet. 
“We left the family making sandwiches.” 

“Good thing I baked those pies this morn- 
ing!” exclaimed Hannah. 

“Wait a shake and we'll go home with you and 
leave the provisions for the boys to bring.” 

“How—how are you all at the ranch—Daisy 
and everybody?” asked Hetty. 

“Everybody’s well, thanks,” said Janet. 
“Daisy will be so glad to see you. She’s talked 
of our meeting you, but we didn’t expect you for 
a couple of weeks.” 

“Yes, I’m here,” said Hetty, rather lamely. 

“What Het means is, how is Jim?” explained 
Hannah, and the girl blushed furiously. 

“Qh,” said Daphne, kindly, “I believe you’re 
the girl Jim talks so much about.” 

Hetty flashed her a grateful glance. 


CHAPTER IX 
THE STOLEN LUNCH BASKETS 


EANWHILE Phyllis and Sally had 
M driven into town. As they were riding 

along the main street Phyllis brought 
the car to an abrupt stop. 

“Hello, Miss Gregg!” she called out. “Do 
you remember me?” 

Millicent Gregg turned and smiled; so many 
people that she did not know spoke to her that 
her smile was almost a mechanical one. But one 
look at Phyllis’s face and she remembered the 
eventful afternoon when the Twins had saved 
her from a terrifying situation, and unlike most 
people who would have remembered it with em- 
barrassment, she felt only gratitude. 

“My dear,” she said enthusiastically, “remem- 
ber you! Of course I do. How could I possibly 
forget you? What brings you back to Arizona?” 
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“Oh, we’re staying with my brother Tom, 
same as we were before,” explained Phyllis. 
“But what brings you back, another picture?” 

“Yes, and this time I have a double and a 
director who doesn’t bully me. You see, I’ve 
arrived in the world.” 

Phyllis looked at her admiringly. 

“T know it,” she said. “Jan and I have never 
missed a single picture that you were in. And, 
oh, may I present Miss Ladd?” she added, sud- 
denly remembering Sally, who sat quietly by 
watching with envy. Millicent Gregg was one 
of her favorites, too. 

“How do you do, Miss Ladd?” said Millicent 
Gregg. Then she turned again to Phyllis. 
“You know I don’t know which Twin I’m talk- 
ing to. Are you the one who rides horseback or 
the one who drives an automobile? But, of 
course, you’re the one who rescued me from the 
automobile the day Beggar was so cross. By 
the way, my boys have a bone to pick with Beg- 
gar. Did you hear about the outrageous way 
he treated them? I warn you they’re seeking 


vengeance.” 
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“Oh, what fun!” exclaimed Sally. 

“Can’t we give you a lift back?” asked Phyllis. 

“Oh, if you would. I walked in, thinking I 
could easily walk back, but I am tired. But do 
your shopping and let me sit in the back seat.” 

Phyllis nodded and Sally opened the door. 

“No, on second thought, I'll sit in front with 
you,” said the little lady, and she jumped in. 

Phyllis did her shopping rather hastily, it is 
to be feared. Then they drove off in the direc- 
tion of the movie location. 

On their arrival at the Camp, Phyllis turned 
swiftly to Millicent Gregg. 

“We're giving a picnic to-night. Would you 
care to come?” she asked shyly. 

“Love to,” said Miss Gregg promptly, “but 
I have to be in bed by nine o’clock. Some other 
time I’d love it when I’m not so tired.” 

That was all that was said, but much was to 
come of it. 

Debby had taken time off during the after- 
noon to wash her hair and was drying it in the 
garden when Phyllis and Sally drove back. 
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“It’s about time you people came home,” 
Debby called out. “We thought you were lost. 
Jan and Taffy are home ages ago. They 
brought back two awfully nice girls with them.” 

“Oh, Hannah Bundy; I must go right in and 
see her!” exclaimed Phyllis. 

For the next hour she and Sally were the 
center of attraction. 

They were to start for the picnic at seven, in 
the twilight. At six o’clock Phyllis and Janet 
stole out of the room and went out to the corral. 
They found Peter and English waiting for them. 
Without a word, they mounted their horses and 
rode off in opposite directions for the hour that 
was their very own. 

At seven o’clock the Bundy outfit came. The 
supper was packed on a burro’s back. Daisy 
arranged how they should go. Daphne and 
Sally and Natalie shared the Bundy outfit, or 
the four men who came. Circus Bailey escorted 
Hannah, for they were great friends. Sulky 
and Beggar rode either side of Janet and 
Phyllis. Peter and English rode either side of 


100 THE TWINS ADVENTURING 


Debby and promised not to let her fall off. The 
indomitable Lorry fell to the lot of Screw, who 
seemed to be delighted at his luck. Tom and 
Daisy took care of each of them. Jim Martin 
and Hetty Millbank found themselves together 
at the end of the procession. 

It was not a very long ride to the gorge and 
they were soon there. The men stood off in a 
group talking and the girls busied about the 
luncheon baskets. 

Suddenly a shot rang out, followed by an- 
other and another. The men hurried in the 
direction from which the sound had come, after 
first hurrying the girls over to the horses. A 
deathly silence followed. 

When the men were beyond calling distance 
a group of horesmen came towards the women. 
They did not look like Mexicans, but suddenly 
Daisy, who was peeking behind one of the 
horses, recognized one of the motion picture 
actors and gave a little sigh of relief. 

“It’s just a joke,” she called. 


The men rode on towards them, stopped at 
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the luncheon baskets, hoisted them on to their 
saddles, and rode off with a wild whoop. 

The boys had found a man behind a bush of 
mesquite shooting into the air. They had over- 
powered him and taken his gun away from him. 
Beggar had recognized him at once as one of 
his former movie comrades. They brought him 
back to camp triumphantly, but their triumph 
was soon changed to chagrin when they discov- 
ered the loss of the luncheon baskets. 

“Gather round me,” said Beggar. ‘Those 
coyotes can’t get away with this.” 

“What’s to be done?’ demanded Circus 
Bailey. 

“Reconnoiter first,” suggested English. “Come 
along, Sulky, we know this country pretty well.” 

They were up on the mesa, having had a stiff 
climb to get there. It was the same spot where 
a few years before Sulky and English had taken 
Janet on a hunt for burros. 

Daisy crawled to the edge of the gorge and 
looked down. Below her she saw the men with 
the baskets. While the boys were scouting in 
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the other direction she called Hannah Bundy. 

“Can’t we do something?” she asked. 

Hannah nodded grimly, went to her Mexican 
saddle and took from its place a rope that she 
never rode without. It was made of braided 
horses’ hair and was Hannah’s cherished posses- 
sion. 

“Here you are, Daisy,’ she said. “You 
always did throw a rope better than I could.” 

“But I’m so out of practice, Hannah,” Daisy 
replied. 

“Never mind, take a chance,” Hannah said. 
“It’s an easy shot.” 

Daisy stood up, determination written largely 
on her face. The rope whirled through the air 
and settled with a crack around a man’s 
shoulders below. The rest looked up in sur- 
| prise. 

“Bring up those luncheon baskets or we’ll 
hang your friend,” shouted Hannah. 

The men below made a dash at the rope, but 
the other girls had come to the rescue by this 
time and they all pulled together. The man had 
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managed to get his arms free so that the rope 
caught him under the armpits. 

“Tf they only have sense enough to cut it,” 
whispered Hannah. 

The boys, hearing the excitement, came over 
to investigate. It was an easy matter after that 
to make terms, and it ended with a compro- 
mise. 

“If you fellows bring up the baskets, we'll 
invite you to supper,” called Tom. 

The men accepted without demur and a jolly 
meal began. 

Under cover of the talk, Jim turned to Hetty. 

“Was it one of the twins that thought of lasso- 
ing that feller?” he asked. “These city girls are 
certainly up to tricks.” 

“No, it was Hannah who thought of it, and 
Daisy who did the roping, so your city girls 
aren’t so smart after all,” Hetty replied huffily. 

“Oh, well,” said Jim, “I must say I like Kast- 
ern girls.” 

Across the table their eyes met in cold an- 


tagonism. 
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The singsong was a tremendous success and 
they rode home in the moonlight. 

The three parties separated at the mail boxes 
to go their different routes and each sang as they 
went. 


CHAPTER X 
THE NEW ARRIVALS 


HE seven girls sat on the corral fence and 
watched a tiny speck appearing down the 
long sandy road that led from Loophole. 

“Visitors,” said Janet. 

“Qh, no,” said Natalie. ‘“We’re having such 
a good time by ourselves. Let’s pretend we’re 
not in.” 

“It’s a Ford. Listen to it, and it’s got a trailer 
on behind,” said Debby. “I wanted Mother to 
get one and all of us go out on a camping trip.” 

“But she wouldn’t leave Father,” remarked 
Lorry. 

“We hated leaving Dodo and Di this Sum- 
mer. We'll miss them terribly when they go to 
school next Winter,” said Debby. 

“Don’t be a killjoy, Deb,” admonished Lorry, 
and Debby turned to apologize to the others for 
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her moment of gloom, when the Ford rattled 
in at the gate not fifty yards from them. 

“T’ll go see who it is,” exclaimed Phyllis, “and 
then Ill call Daisy. No use bothering her if 
it’s only tourists.” 

But the occupant of the car seemed to know 
just what he wanted. He drove straight to the 
corral and stopped before the speechless girls. 

“Chuck!” exclaimed Daphne. “Oh, Chuck!” 

“Taffy!” said Chuck, for it was he. 

“Don, too! I do believe!” cried Phyllis, as a 
small boy followed Chuck from the car. “How 
simply splendid!” 

“Do call Tommy Junior” exclaimed Sally. 
“But, Chuck, what made you come?” 

“Couldn’t stand it in town, and Long Island 
was hot—” Chuck began lamely. 

“So you came out here to Arizona to cool 
off,” teased Debby. 

“Natalie, this is Chuck Vincent, a great friend 
of mine,” said Sally. ‘“He’s also a great friend 
of Taffy’s too.” 

The others smiled. 
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“My Aunt Jane’s poll parrot! I should 
think he’d have to be a pretty good friend of 
somebody’s to come all this way to see her,” 
said Natalie, with conviction. 

Janet had hurried to the house to find Daisy 
and Tommy Junior. They were in the living 
room having the hour’s lesson that they had every 
morning. 

“Oh, Jan, I’m so glad you came,” said Tommy 
Junior. ‘“Mumsie’s been trying to teach me all 
the ‘to’s’ and I don’t see any sense in spelling 
them different.” 

“Tommy Junior,” said Janet, mysteriously, 
“there’s a friend of yours out by the corral. Go 
and see who it is.” 

“Why, who is it, Jan?” asked Daisy. 

Tommy Junior was out of the door. 

“Oh, Daisy, what you will say I dread to 
think,” said Janet, extravagantly, “but Chuck 
Vincent is here with Don. They came in a Ford 
all the way from New York just to see Taffy 
and I don’t know what we are going to do with 


them.” 
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“Have they a tent?” asked Daisy, anxiously. 

“Yes, but, Daisy, we'll have to feed them,” 
said Janet. 

“Oh, that’s nothing,” laughed Daisy. “José’s 
the best-natured man in the world and I’ll do all 
the baking.” 

“Daisy, you’re a darling, but you shan’t do it 
alone. Phyll and I will help you. Now come 
out and see Chuck,” Janet insisted. 

Daisy went out and Chuck greeted her at once. 
Don and Tommy Junior were already off in one 
corral, talking away at a great rate. 

“Mrs. Tom,” Chuck began, “don’t think I 
have descended upon you out of a clear sky. If 
you will let the youngster and me put up our tent 
somewhere near you and if you can spare us 
water, we'll forage for ourselves.” 

“Nonsense,” said Daisy. ‘“We’ll feed you 
both. Who’s going to help me make pie for 
dinner?” 

“All the girls jumped down, even Daphne, 
who had said very little since Chuck’s arrival 
and was looking bewildered. 
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“No, Taffy, you stay here and help Chuck 
put up his tent,” Daisy ordered. “I have more 
than enough to help me.” 

Natalie literally bounded into the house. 

“I smell a romance,” she said brightly. 
“Young Romeo comes across country to see his 
Juliet.” 

“And finds her tongue-tied for the first time 
in his life,” said Sally. 

The girls had taken possession of the kitchen 
and José watched them suspiciously. If they 
took his Maraschino cherries or his canned as- 
paragus, he would protest, otherwise they might 
do as they pleased. 

“IT can make awfully good tea biscuit,” said 
Sally, “but I’m not so good on pies.” 

“And the way you let the boys eat pie is a 
sin, Daisy,” complained Janet. “I saw Screw 
and Beggar each eat a whole half a pie apiece 
the last time we had it.” 

“And why not?” defended Daisy. “I love to 
watch them eat, but sometimes I do get tired 
with the baking.” 
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“T have an idea,” said Sally. “Let’s send 
Daisy to her room and do the baking for 
her.” 

“Yes, Daisy, out you go and take Debby and 
Lorry with you. They’re no earthly use in a 
kitchen,” added Phyllis. 

Daisy hesitated. She really was tired and she 
thought it would be fun to see what the girls 
made of baking. Finally she gave in. 

Debby and Lorry looked longingly at the 
flour sack, but went with Daisy. They knew 
they were no earthly good at domesticity. Lor- 
ry’s ideal meal had been—in the days before 
Alice Westlake took the reins—a can of salmon 
and a jelly-roll from the bake shop. 

“Preserved huckleberries—that means huckle- 
berry pies—oodles of them,” said Phyllis. “Il 
- mix the dough, or perhaps you had better, Jan. 
Martha taught you how and you always could 
manage to make it flakey. Im better at 
cake.” 

“And [ll make gingerbread—that’s all I 
know how to make,” Natalie laughed. 
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“T’'ll see to the biscuits,” said Sally. ‘They 
ought to be all right. I’ve made them at home,” 
she added doubtfully. 

“Nobody remembered the quantities for any- 
thing, so the cook book was brought out and con- 
sulted. Then for a while the flour sieve and the 
rolling pin were in evidence. 

The boys came and stood admiringly in the 
doorway. 

“T always said,” remarked Peter, “that a girl 
is prettier with a smudge of flour on her nose 
than at any other time.” 

“Oh, Peter, I haven’t,” said Janet, rubbing 
her nose with her floury hand. 

The boys laughed at the result. 

The pies and cakes were put in the oven and 
Phyllis turned to face the boys. 

“Listen to my words of advice,” she said. “If 
any of you find my cakes soggy, you are to eat 
them and say nothing.” 

“And you are to eat my pies and like them,” 
added Janet. 

“Pooh!” laughed Natalie. “I need make no 
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apologies for my gingerbread. It speaks for it- 
self.” 

“T’m not saying a word,” said Sally. 

“Oh, the boys don’t know about Chuck!” ex- 
claimed Janet. 

“What about him? Nothing’s happened to 
him, has it?” demanded Peter. Chuck was a very 
good friend of his. 

“No, silly, he’s here.” 

“Here? Where?” demanded all the boys. 

“And Don’s here too,’ Phyllis added. 

“Ts Don the cute little feller that the young one 
liked so much at the wedding?” Beggar asked. 

“Yes,” Phyllis told him. 

“TI suppose Taffy thinks it’s a bit of all right,” 
laughed English. 

“What’s Taffy got to do with it?” grumbled 
_ Jim Martin. 

“Oh, Chuck came all this way to see her. We 
aren’t the attraction,” laughed Phyllis. 

“They’re in love, but Taffy doesn’t realize it,” 
said Janet. 


Jim turned from the group at the coor and 
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walked unsteadily towards the bunk house. 
“Poor old Jim, and he was hard hit too. He 
didn’t reckon on opposition so soon,” said Circus. 
“Don’t be silly,” replied Janet. “Jim was 
just fascinated by Taffy’s beauty. He’ll get over 
i Sid 
“And there’s always Hetty,” said Screw. 
In spite of high hopes, the baking did not turn 
out a success. The cakes were soggy and the pies 


were doughy. The gingerbread had so much 
soda in it that it could not be eaten. 

“Oh, dear,” sighed Natalie, “I halved every- 
thing but the baking soda. What a mistake!” 

“My biscuit didn’t rise very high, did they?” 
asked Sally, looking reproachfully at her platter 
of ruined tea biscuits. “Still they are filling this 
way, so eat them.” 

“Never mind,” said Debby cheerfully, “they 
will be better the next time you try.” 

The boys looked in mute appeal at Daisy, and 
she smiled back a promise that there would be no 


next time. 


CHAPTER XI 
FUDGE 


NE morning towards the end of the sec- 
O ond week the girls were sitting around 
wondering what to do next. They had 
exhausted watching the movies and having pic- 
nics, and now had come a lull which is sure to 
happen at every house party unless careful plans 
have been made for the amusement of the guests 
—and this was not a careful house party, for 
the guests took up their share of supplying the 
amusement. 

“Girls, ’'m afraid you are not having a good 
time at all,” sighed Daisy, “but I can’t think of 
- a thing to suggest.” 

“Daisy, how can you talk that way?” said 
Natalie sharply. “We're having the most 
scrumptious time.” 

“My Aunt Jane’s poll parrot!” said Sally. 
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“We can’t expect to be doing something all the 
time.” 

“T know what Daisy means,” said Janet. “We 
can’t sit in the house and look at each other. 
Let’s go out and get Uncle Pete to teach us 
how to throw a rope.” 

“Why Uncle Pete? Why not Daisy?” Phyllis 
asked. 

“That’s a good idea,” Daisy visibly brightened. 
“Tl show some of you. Let Uncle Pete teach 
Janet and Daphne and Nat and Lorry. Phyl, 
Tl teach you and Sally and Debby.” 

They went out into the blazing sunshine. The 
air was crystal clear. The yellow sand stood out 
vividly against the sapphire blue of the sky, 
bringing out into sharp relief all the objects near 
and far. 

Sulky was nowhere to be found, but a rider 
coming from the direction of the mail boxes 
promised relief. 

“It’s Hannah Bundy,” said Janet. “I do 
hope she isn’t suggesting another picnic. I’ve 
made sandwiches until I’m blue in the face,” 


she added rather grumpily. 
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But Hannah had another scheme. She threw 
herself off her horse, slipped the bridle over his 
head and left him in the middle of the road. 

“T’ve got an invitation for you folks,” she 
began. 

“An invitation!’ exclaimed Phyllis, and they 
all crowded around her. 

“Yes, you folk have been so nice to us that we 
thought we'd like to return it, so we’re giving an 
all-day party. It starts at three o’clock in the 
afternoon and doesn’t break up until twelve that 
night.” 

“When is it to be?” chorused the girls. 

“This Saturday,” Hannah told them. 

There was pride in her voice and Daisy under- 
stood that there was a little feeling of showing 
these Eastern girls how the West could enter- 
tain. 

“Can we bring anything?’ she asked, but 
Hannah shook her head. 

“No, we're going to do every bit of it our- 
selves, and we’re asking the whole neighbor- 


hood.” 
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The whole neighborhood in Arizona took in 
rather a large territory. 

“Well, stay to luncheon with us, Hannah,” 
Daisy invited, “and tell us all about it.” 

“Can’t stay a minute,” declared Hannah. “I 
got the boys all working with only Hetty to 
superintend, and she’s no earthly good at it, too 
easy.” 

“Well, give us a hint about what’s going to 
happen,” Sally begged, and Daphne drawled: 

“I’m dying of curiosity.” 

“Not a word,” insisted Hannah. 

She jumped on her pony, rode off down the 
road, turned, and came trotting back. 

“I forgot to tell you to ride over on your 
ponies and bring your dresses with you. Some 
of it’s going to be on horseback.” 

“Oh, more exciting than ever!” Janet’s eyes 
were alight. “Tell us more,” she pleaded. 

But Hannah said never a word. She rode off 
and they watched her until it looked as though 
any minute she would scale the cliff of the mesa 


twenty miles away. 
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“Children,” said Daisy, solemnly. “I’m a 
Western girl, but I love you all, and I must give 
you a hint. Hannah’s party won’t be all fun— 
some of it will be strong competition. Now, 
I’m on the fence as to who wins.” 

“Yes, you are,’ said Phyllis. “You know you 
want your sister-in-laws to come out victorious, 
now don’t you?” and she tipped Daisy’s chin back 
so that she was looking straight into her eyes. 

“Oh, Daisy, tell us what to do,” cried Natalie. 
“I’m going to win a prize or die in the attempt.” 

Daisy swung up to the top bar of the corral 
fence and faced the girls who were standing be- 
low her. 

“There will be matches of all kinds: Potato 
races, three-legged races and foot races. There 
will be roping by the girls; there’ll be stunts on 
_ horseback, and there will probably be—here I 
expect to hear you groan—a spelling bee.” 

“Oooh!” groaned the girls. 

“TI won a spelling bee once,” said Lorry. “Do 
you remember, Debby?” 


Debby laughed. “Yes, I remember you 


FUDGE 119 


spelled half the words wrong,” she said, “and 
the teacher was afraid to correct you.” 

“Now, why afraid?” drawled Daphne. 

“Oh, Lorry was a terror at school,” laughed 
Debby, “and she had the teacher seared to death, 
and all because she used to use her favorite 
phrase—” 

“What was that?” Sally demanded. 

“She used to say: ‘No, I couldn’t do that’, if 
the teacher invited her to stay in. You see, 
Lorry,” said Debby, a little wistfully, “was 
never afraid of anyone.” 

“Lorry,” declared Sally, with a wink, “should 
have been at Hilltop.” 

“Yes, I think I hear her saying: ‘No, I 
couldn’t do that’ to Miss Hull,” chuckled Phyl- 
lis. 

Natalie, who had perched on the fence beside 
Daisy, jumped down. 

“T knew I had forgotten something,” she ex- 
claimed. “I promised Circus ’'d make him a 
dish of fudge and not tell any of the other boys 
about it. The man adores candy.” 


120 THE TWINS ADVENTURING 


“T’ve an idea,” said Daphne. ‘Let’s make 
candy for all the boys and put it under their 
napkins for a surprise.” 

“Better see that Mrs. Olson is out of the 
kitchen,” said Daisy, trembling at the thought 
of offending the woman who had consented to 
help her during the house party. 

But José was the only occupant of the kitchen. 

“Can’t make fudge,” he announced, dramati- 
cally. ‘No vanilla, I use it up—swell dessert 
last night.” 

“Then we'll have to drive into Loophole and 
get some,” announced Daphne. 

“And buy some lollipops from Mr. Hartley,” 
said Phyllis. 

“Can we all pile in the car?” asked Debby. 

“T’'ll ride on the running board,” said Lorry. 

They piled in somehow, Phyllis at the wheel, 
and arrived at Mr. Hartley’s store. He came 
out to meet them, rubbing his hands. 

“Come right in, young ladies,” he said. “Now, 
this is a fair treat to see so many pretty girls 
in my store all at once.” 
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Thus flattered, the girls could not leave with- 
out buying more than a bottle of vanilla. Sally 
began it. 

“Look, I’m going to buy this monkey on a 
stick for Circus,” she said. 

“Let’s all buy toys for the boys,” Natalie sug- 
gested. 

“Well, now, I call that a good idea,” said Mr. 
Hartley, jovially. “Here’s something new. Just 
speak to that dog and out he comes. He’s called 
the Radio Dog.” 

“Oh, he'll be wonderful for English,” said 
Phyllis, “because he’s an English bulldog.” 

“Here’s a rattle. I’m going to give that 
to Screw,” said Natalie. “He’s such a 
baby.” 

Mr. Hartley laughed. The idea of this slip 
of a girl calling the six-foot Screw a baby was 
funny. 

“FHere’s a toy balloon for Jim to cheer him 
up,” said Debby. 

“A woolly lamb for Beggar. He loves sheep 


herders so much,” said Lorry. 
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“That’s the smartest choice yet, young lady,” 
said Mr. Hartley. “Beggar sure does hate 
sheepmen.” 

“But he doesn’t hate Peter and Peter raises 
sheep,” protested Janet. 

“That's Kast, Mrs. Gibbs, and that makes a 
difference,’ Mr. Hartley hastened to explain. 

“Here’s a Noah’s Ark for Circus that I know 
he’ll love,” Phyllis said. 

“Here’s a doll dressed as a cowboy for Tom 
to remind him to get chaps for Tommy Junior,” 
Daphne put in. 

“What can I get for Peter?” Janet asked, ap- 
pealing to Mr. Hartley. 

“Let’s see. Peter’s a little Boy Blue, isn’t 
he?” he laughed, with relish. “Come, blow your 
horn, your sheep’s in the meadow—” 

_ Janet was so surprised at Mr. Hartley’s quot- 
ing from “Little Boy Blue” that she bought the 
horn without hesitating. 

“Now let’s buy Chuck this,” said Sally, and 
she held up a blue-eyed china doll. 

“Nonsense,” said Daphne, quickly. “Chuck 
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gets a toy automobile,” and she bought it with- 


out loss of time. 
“Here’s a jackknife for one of the young- 


uns,” suggested Mr. Hartley. 

But the girls held up their hands in horror. 

“No, we'll buy them each a handkerchief to 
wear as the men wear them,” Phyllis decided. 

“And now let’s buy something nice for Daisy,” 
suggested Natalie. 

Daisy had not come on the ride with them. 

*‘T have some nice kitchen towels,” offered Mr. 
Hartley. 

“My Aunt Jane’s poll parrot!” exclaimed 
Sally. “Don’t give her anything to do with the 
kitchen.” 

“Here’s something that just cries out for 
flowers, and Daisy loves flowers,” said Daphne, 
holding up an interesting old earthenware jar. 

“Oh, that’s Indian stuff,” said Mr. Hartley, 
“but some people like it.” 

The rest approved and the purchase was made. 

With their bundles they drove back and just 
had time to make the fudge before the boys came 
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in, and Janet and Phyllis slipped off to be with 
Peter and English. 

The surprise pleased the boys immensely. 
They were like children with their toys. Eng- 
lish barked at the dog and made it come out of its 
kennel. Beggar presented his lamb to Peter, 
and Peter played tunes on his tin horn. 

The only two dignified members of the party 
were Don and Tommy Junior. They put on 
their men’s handkerchiefs and watched the oth- 
ers play with tolerant amusement. 


CHAPTER XII 
BOBS 


ATURDAY morning the Twin Star ranch 
spent in prinking—that is, the girls did. 
The boys went off early with a promise to 

be back in time for luncheon. 

“What's the use of curling your hair?” asked 
Daphne, who had naturally curly hair. ‘The 
heat will only make it come out again.” 

“Don’t talk like that,” said Phyllis. “It took 
us months to teach Lorry to wear her hair any 
way except down her back in a braid, and Debby 
was even worse.” 

‘And they look so pretty with it fluffy around 
their faces,” said Janet. 

“Tf we could only persuade them to bob it!” 
Sally exclaimed. 

“But Father wouldn’t like it,” said Lorry. 
She hesitated for the fraction of a minute, and 


Phyllis caught the hesitation. 
125 


126 THE TWINS ADVENTURING 


“Tf you ask me, Lorry,” she said, “I don’t 
think your father would ever notice it.” 

“Oh, if we only dared!” said Debby. 

Lorry turned to her sister. 

“Debby,” she said, “I will if you will. What's 
the use of being afraid?” 

“But, Lorry, you know how cross he was 
when Mother bobbed hers. He said a woman’s 
crowning glory was her hair.” 

“T know, but he looks upon us as children, and 
I think it’s silly to be afraid. Even if he doesn’t 
like it, Mother will.” 

“To hear you talk, you’d think your hair would 
stop growing just because you cut it,” put in 
Natalie. “If he doesn’t like it, let it grow long 
again.” 

“That’s sound advice,” said Lorry. “I’m go- 
ing to do it.” 

“Then I will, too,” said Debby. 

“Do what?” asked Daisy, comnig into the room. 

“Oh, Daise, the girls are going to have their 
hair bobbed. Who can we get to do it?” Janet 
demanded. 
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“Cut off that beautiful hair!” said Daisy. 
“You are not going to do any such thing!” 

“Oh, Daisy, just because Tom doesn’t like 
short hair!” teased Phyllis. “Why, Lorry’s head 
is made for a bob. It’s such a lovely shape.” 

“As for Debby’s nose,” put in Janet, “it just 
shrieks for a boyish bob.” 

“Don’t you like me with a bob, Daisy?” asked 
Natalie, impishly. 

“Oh, girls, it isn’t as if I didn’t like all of you 
with bobs,” replied Daisy, “but the Westlake 
girls have such gorgeous hair I simply can’t 
bear to think of it being cut off.” 

“My Aunt Jane’s poll parrot,” said Sally, 
“they'll look as if they had twice as much when 
it’s bobbed, instead of that little serewed-up knot 
Lorry wears.” 

“Oh, dear, I don’t know what to do now,” said 
Lorry, perplexed. “Daisy is our hostess and 
we've got to do as she says.” 

“Daisy, say they may have it bobbed. Say 
it, say it, say it,” Natalie pleaded, shaking her. 
Daisy laughed. “All right, I give in, 
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she said. “But what will Tom say to me?” 

“T’ve got the very solution,” said Taffy. 
“They can have switches made of the hair that’s 
cut off and wear them in swirls around their 
heads when they wear evening clothes.” 

“T bet they never wear them,” said Natalie. 

“No, we won't,’ laughed Lorry, “unless 
Father objects too strongly.” 

“But who’s going to cut it?” asked Daphne. 

“The barber in Loophole,” Janet answered. 

Phyllis jumped up. “Everybody in the car!” 
she said. 

“But I can’t go, my face is covered with cold 
cream,” objected Sally. 

“Jan, you and Phyllis come with us and leave 
the rest at home,” said Debby. 

They drove into Loophole and waited until 
the barber’s chair was empty. 

“Now for it,” said Lorry. “A bob, please,” 
she said as she settled herself in the chair. 

Out came the hairpins and down fell the 
masses of golden hair. Snick-snack went the bar- 


ber’s scissors. The hair fell to the ground, where 
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Phyllis, foolish tears in her eyes, picked it up. 

“Oh,” gasped Lorry, “TI look terrible! Debby, 
you shan’t have yours done.” 

“Oh, but I shall,” sobbed Debby. “Do you 
think Id let you have all the blame?” 

“What’s the matter?” asked the barber, a thin, 
scrawny little man, with a perpetually worried 
look on his face. 

“That dont look so bad, so,” and he snipped 
off a little more. It was as if he had put a bowl 
on her head and cut it that way. 

“This is awful,” said Janet, under her breath. 

“Tt would be all right if we had a decent bar- 
ber,” whispered Phyllis. 

When Lorry stepped out of the chair Debby 
slipped into it. 

“Cut mine,” she said, tragically, as if she 
meant her head instead of her hair. 

“Och, hair so fine! And to cut it off!” said the 
barber. “Style, style, style! What will your 
mamma say?” he chided. 

“Oh, hush,” said Debby, and two big tears 
rolled down her cheeks. 
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“Don’t,” said Lorry, “it will grow again.” 

It was a silent party who went back to the 
Twin Star ranch. They managed to get as far 
as the living room before anyone saw them. 
Then they met Tom striding out of the office. 

“My word,” he ejaculated, “this is worse than 
I thought it would be! What did he do to you?” 

Debby let out a little moan and buried her 
head in Tom’s shoulder. Lorry stood by, biting 
her lip. 

The Westlake girls had not been aware of their 
own prettiness for more than a year, and to be 
deprived of it so ruthlessly seemed a hard fate 
on the day when they were to meet in competi- 
tion with the Western girls. 

“What’s all this?’ demanded Circus, opening 
the door of the living room at the sound of 
Debby’s sobs. 

“They’ve cut off their pretty hair, and now 
they’re sorry for it, Tom explained. 

“Come over here,” said Circus, “to the light.” 

He pulled Lorry over to the window and ex- 
amined her head critically. 


BOBS 131 


“You look like the Wild Man of Borneo, but 
I think I can fix it,” he said. 

“You—but how?” exclaimed Phyllis. 

Circus reddened a trifle. 

“T used to be barber, as well as other things, 
in the circus,” he said. “Don’t usually admit it, 
but when I see a lady in distress—Drive me to 
Loophole, Phyl.” 

Phyllis broke her own record in driving into 
the little town and up to the barber shop. 

Circus was gone only long enough to secure the 
scissors and clippers, when he was back in the 
car again and they were speeding towards 
home. 

Circus was not an expert barber, but he had 
common sense, and he knew that a plain hair cut 
would be more becoming than the round bob 
given them by the local barber. He had a large 
audience and they tried to encourage him by 
giving advice. 

“Not so short over the ear, Circus,” said Beg- 
gar, “you'll make her look like a plucked 


chicken.” 
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Circus paid no attention to these interruptions 
but went on cutting. 

“Make it in a ‘V’ in the back. I think that 
looks swell,” said Screw. 

“Keep your head still, Natalie, so that I can 
see how yours is,” Circus commanded. 

“T got a stiff neck now from holding it,” 
laughed Natalie. 

“Be sure you leave the piece in front long 
enough,” cautioned Daphne. 

Sally surveyed the clipped head before her. 

“My Aunt Jane’s poll parrot! That’s a good 
job, Circus,” she said. 

“Now do Debby’s,” said Phyllis. 

“Who says the Twin Stars won’t win the 
beauty prize this afternoon?” demanded Circus, 
regarding his work with pardonable pride. 

“Nobody!” roared all the other boys together. 

Lorry and Debby looked into each other’s 
eyes. There was satisfaction in their depths, 
but a regret too. In fact, they felt the way most 
girls feel when they have their hair bobbed. 


CHAPTER XIII 
THE BUNDYS ENTERTAIN 


HE girls were dressed and ready to go at 

a quarter of three. Daisy, Janet and 

Daphne, with Tommy Junior and Don, 
were riding over. The rest followed with the 
suit cases in the car. The boys were going to 
ride over later. 

“Let’s see how you look,” asked Peter, and he 
whirled Lorry around. 

She had on a sheer white crepe de chine dress 
and looked very dainty with her boyish bob. 

“You'll do,” Peter decided, and looked at the 
rest. 

Daphne was a picture in her white riding habit, 
but Peter left Chuck to admire her and turned his 
eyes to Janet. 

“Darling,” he said, “the Twin Star expects 
a great deal from you to-day, but I don’t want 


you to be disapointed if you fail, and I 
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don’t want you to take any chances.” 

“Oh, I won’t,” Janet said, knowing full well 
that her idea of chances and Peter’s were very 
different. 

“Thank fortune there are no automobile 
feats,” said English. 

Chuck looked at Daphne. “I think Ill go 
with you,” he said. 

“You weren’t invited until the evening,” 
Daphne reminded him. “We won’t do any rid- 
ing till you get there. Don’t worry, I promise 
not to fall off my horse.” 

The boys watched them out of sight. 

“I’m afraid they’re doomed to disappoint- 
ment,” said Chuck. 

“I’m trusting Janet,” said Peter, “and of 
course we know Daisy will do wonders for the 
Twin Star.” 

“But that isn’t proving the superiority of an 
Eastern girl,” said Chuck. 

“Who wants to?” asked English. “We all 
know the most wonderful girl in the world; and 


we all know we each have her.” 
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“I wish to goodness I knew it,” said Chuck, 
dismally. 

All the guests had arrived before the Twin 
Stars at the Bundy ranch and were apparently 
waiting for them before beginning the festivities. 

“’Bout time you city folks turned up,” 
called Hannah, coming to meet them. “First 
of all is the potato race.” 

“TI forgot to bring shoes,” said Janet, “and I 
can’t race in boots or dancing slippers.” 

“Me either,” said Daphne. 

“Oh, the girls who are going to ride horseback 
are not supposed to compete in the races. Come 
and be introduced all round.” 

There were about thirty people there and they 
were women of all ages, for whole families had 
come, babies and all. 

As soon as the guests had taken their suit 
cases to the house, the games began. A potato 
race was the first. Natalie almost won it, but her 
potato dropped off the spoon at the last lap, and 
a breezy, good-natured woman came out the 


victor. 
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The next was a three-legged race and Lorry 
and Debby found themselves tied together. 

“We've got to win this,” said the Spartan 
Lorry. “Take your count from me.” 

They hopped and the girls on the side-lines 
were in hysterics. 

“Oh, theyre going to win,” gasped a pudgy 
little girl of about twelve. 

And win they did, in spite of the fact that two 
of the others were considered the champion racers 
for miles around. 

Then came the more serious sports. The 
broad jump was won by a small girl who looked 
as if a breath of wind would blow her away. This 
was followed by a walking race. Sally won it 
and was greeted by cheers from the rest. 

The boys began to arrive. There were about 
. fifty men and when they had all found seats on 
the fence of the corral the roping contest began. 
Sulky won it easily for the Twin Stars. 

Then came the roping contest for the girls. 
It was a close draw between Hannah and Daisy. 

“Now, folks,” said Mr. Bundy, who was ref- 
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eree. “Somebody’s got to decide this question 
besides myself. Here you are, Hopper, what do 
you say?” 

“Let’s call it a draw,” Mr. Hopper said dip- 
lomatically. 

“They are way ahead of us,” sighed Phyllis, 
“but aren’t we having a good time?” 

The horses were brought out and Janet and 
Daphne mounted. The idea was to follow Han- 
nah and do all that she did. It was easy picking 
up handkerchiefs off the ground, but when Han- 
nah stood up in her saddle, Janet and Daphne 
dropped out. 

“About time,” said Peter and Chuck. 

The wiry little girl from over beyond Loop- 
hole, Estelle May, surpassed even Hannah and 
did so many tricks that it was easy to under- 
stand she had been brought up near the U. S. 
cavalry officers and had been taught by them. 

Then came the real riding. 

“Are you going to try this, Jan? I honestly 
wouldn’t,” Hannah said, with a touch of conde- 


scension in her voice. 
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Janet jumped up. 


9 


“He can’t do more than throw me,” she said. 
“You go ahead and let me watch for a few 
minutes.” 

“No, we draw numbers,” said Hannah. “That 
makes it fairer.” 

One of the Mundy outfit passed a hat with 
numbers in it and Janet drew number 
seven. 

“Lucky number, Jan,” said Phyllis. She was 
frightened to death and kept thinking: “If Peter 
will only say she can’t;” while Peter’s thoughts 
ran along the same line. 

“If Phyllis would only reason with her!” he 
said to himself. 

The seven girls were thrown, one after the 
other. None of them were hurt, but their pride 
suffered. The horse was not really bad, but it 
objected to being ridden in a whimsical, horsey 
way and would sometimes permit the rider to 
mount and would trot solemnly round the ring 
—then the fireworks would begin. 

“Jan,” said Phyllis, excitedly, “look, they all 
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lean the wrong way when he does that funny lit- 
tle jump.” 

“Yes; well, I'll try leaning the other if I can 
keep my head,” Janet promised. 

“Number Seven,” called Mr. Bundy. 

“Janet, are you sure you want to attempt this? 
We'll think none the less of you if you refuse,” 
he said. “These girls have been taking throws all 
their lives, while you are comparatively new at 
the game.” 

Janet laughed. “I think I'll take a try at it,” 
she said, and swung out into the corral. 

She wasted time talking to the horse and pull- 
ing his ear. He permitted it, for he really had 
a kindly disposition. 

Janet jumped into the saddle and did not jerk 
at the rein, but left it quite limp. The horse 
turned his head and looked at her. 

“All right, old dear,” she said, and Sulky 
heard her and slapped his boot. 

The little mustang kicked out playfully, and 
Janet laughed. Then, quite as if he had decided 
he had been behaving long enough, he jumped 
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into the air and landed on the ground, four feet 
bunched together, after doing a funny little 
spiral in the air. 

Janet was still on his back. The pony looked 
at her again as if to be sure. 

“Yes, I’m still with you,” she laughed and 
patted his neck. 

After that the pony decided to be nice and just 
to show how nice he could be, he pranced and 
trotted around, bowing his shaggy head to every- 
body. 

There was wild applause and the boys from 
the Twin Star rushed to Janet and carried her 
shoulder high over to Peter, who kissed her 
publicly. So did English and Tom. Tommy 
Junior and Don were wild with delight. 

“Oh, Jan, that was great,” sighed Tommy 
Junior, “because, you see, they didn’t think you 
could do it.” 

“But Phyllis could do it too, in an auto- 
mobile,” said Don, championing his favorite 
twin. 


“Want that pony?” asked Tom. “I’ll ask Mr. 
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The little mustang kicked out playfully, and Janet 
laughed. 


we 
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Bundy to sell it to me and give it to you for 
a wedding present, if you like.” 

“Oh, Tom, how adorable!” began Janet, but 
Peter interrupted. 

“No, thank you, brother-in-law,” he said. “T’ll 
probably dream of Jan on that pony to my dying 
day. But if it’s just the same to you, he’s got 
too much sense of humor for daily use.” 

“Wouldn’t part with it,” said Mr. Bundy. 
“Hannah’s got to learn to ride him.” 

“Poor Hannah!” laughed Phyllis. 

Estelle May came forward. 

“T’ll ride him now for you. I see the trick,” 
she said, and Mr. Bundy nodded. 

She went over to the little mustang and tried 
to pat him, but she did not have Janet’s per- 
sonal appeal for that particular horse. ‘The ani- 
mal threw his head in the air and reared. When 
he came down to earth again, Estelle threw her- 
self into the saddle and thought she would stick. 
She was a much better horsewoman than Janet 
really, but the horse didn’t like her so well. He 


resented her daring to mount after he had thrown 
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her once, so he tried a brand new trick. He ran 
around the ring very fast and then put his head 
down suddenly. Estelle rolled over to the 
ground and the pony stood there laughing at 
her. 

“Get up, Estelle, it was a good attempt,” said 
Mr. Bundy. 

“Oh, Jan,” whispered Phyllis, “I’m so proud 
of you.” 

“Couldn’t have done it without your advice, 
Phyl,” said Janet. 

“The twins always do things together,’ 


> 


said 
Peter, who had overheard. 


CHAPTER XIV 
THE DANCE 


| 3 kee ER was ready. The women from 
the neighborhood had been helping Han- 

nah set the long tables—boards held by 
wooden horses—when the riding was over and 
everybody had a hearty appetite. 

It was not a light picnic supper, but a full 
meal and the girls marveled at the way the big 
hungry men ate. 

“Who taught you to ride?” asked Estelle May. 

She was sitting across the table from Janet 
and was still smarting from her defeat. 

“Sulky Prescott,” Janet told her. 

“When was it?’ Estelle demanded. 

“Three years ago when I was here,” Janet re- 
plied. 

“You mean you have been riding only three 


years?” Estelle was frankly surprised. “I’ve 
145 
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been on a horse most of the time since I was 
five.” 

“Oh, you are wonderful!” Janet flattered. “I 
wish I could do the things you do.” 

“But you stuck on that horse and I couldn't, 
and to be truthful with you, I don’t see why,” 
Kstelle said. 

“Oh, just luck,” replied Janet. 

“Do you like horses?” asked Sulky, who was 
sitting at Janet’s right. 

“Of course I like horses. I’d never be mean 
to one, but I’m not sentimental about them,” 
Estelle said scornfully. 

Janet laughed and Sulky joined her. 

“Reckon that’s the reason,” he said. ‘Some 
folks can manage to ride a horse without loving 
him, but when it comes to an animal with human 
sense like that little mustang, it’s another matter. 
You just naturally have to talk baby talk to him, 
don’t you, Jan?” 

“Well,” smiled Janet, “he seemed to know 
what I was saying.” 


Estelle looked at her wonderingly. She 
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would ask the cavalry Captain she knew what 
he thought about it, she decided. 

Hetty, sitting down the table a ways, looked 
at Janet openly and then at Daphne and sighed. 

“Now, girls,” interrupted Mr. Bundy, “go 
and make yourselves look pretty and then we'll 
have a little dance.” . 

The girls, young and old, withdrew to the 
house. There were twenty girls to be accommo- 
dated with dressing room and Twin Stars found 
themselves in Hannah’s bedroom. 

“Oh, look!” exclaimed Phyllis. “It’s a baby 
and it’s sound asleep.” 

She looked at it lovmgly. The baby opened 
two blue eyes and began to cry. 

“Tet me have it,” pleaded Daphne, and she 
picked it up and with its head nestled on her 
shoulder, she walked the floor with it. 

“Ts that Elmira making all that racket?” A 
big, buxom-looking woman with a breezy man- 
ner poked her head in the door. “Land’s 
sakes!” she ejaculated. “Don’t walk the floor 
with her, please. She'll expect me to do the 
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same thing and I’m certainly not going to.” 
“But she’s crying and babies ought to be 
walked when they cry,” Daphne protested. 
“Say that at two o’clock in the morning after 
a hard day’s work,” said the woman. “I’ve 
trained my children in the way they should go 
and—Here, stop walking with her,” she inter- 
rupted herself with a hearty laugh, taking the 
baby from the protesting Daphne. She patted it 
a couple of times on the back and laid it on the 
bed. The baby stopped crying, rolled over and 
went to sleep, with her pink thumb in her mouth. 
“Angel,” said Daphne in a whisper. 


> 


“Imp most of the time,” said the infant’s 
mother and went out. 

The girls started to dress. ‘They were very 
careful not te make a noise. 

Lorry was ready first. Her dress was white 
crepe de chine with lots of tiny tucks. It was 
very simple and set off Lorry’s Spartan beauty. 
Her stepmother had chosen it. 

For Debby, Alice had selected a fluffier dress. 


Ii was white too and covered with frilly ruffles 
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and served as an ideal background for Debby’s 
soft prettiness. 

Natalie wore blue, a soft aquamarine blue 
that, strangely enough, was most becoming to 
her darkness. 

Daisy’s blond, loveliness was enhanced by a 
simple figured chiffon that hung straight from 
her broad shoulders and was becomingly long- 
waisted. 

Sally looked beautiful in pale green. Her 
black hair, a fetching bob, looked blacker than 
ever and her eyes snapped. Sally was not 
beautiful nor pretty—she was handsome, and 
when she grew a little stouter you knew she was 
going to be stately. 

The lovely Daphne was radiant in pink, a 
dress made of bias folds that looked like rose 
petals, and was topped by Daphne’s shining gold 
hair. Her eyes were sea green and misty to- 
night. 

Last to finish dressing were the twins. They 
had been so busy helping the others into their 
things. 
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Fortunately, Peter and English liked them 
best in yellow, and to-night they had on dresses 
made just alike of maize chiffon—very simple 
and very, very becoming. 

They were the first to appear among the boys 
and were greeted with applause. The men of 
the Twin Star felt that if there was to be a 
beauty contest their ranch would come out A-1. 
But it would have been hard to say which one of 
the girls would have received the prize. 

Hannah and Hetty came in next. They were 
dressed in figured chiffon. Their frocks were the 
latest word in feminine apparel and suited their 
looks, so that they were quite as pretty as the 
Twin Star girls, for which Daisy was secretly 
pleased. 

Estelle May came into the room and made 
everybody gasp. She had on an old-fashioned 
flowered silk, made from one of her mother’s 
dresses, and she looked like an elf out of a fairy 
book. 

There were homely girls, too, and some just 


plain, but in this day and generation most girls 


THE DANCE 151 


can be pretty or attractive with a little effort, 
and even if they can’t be exactly pretty, per- 
sonality can go much farther than good looks. 

It was a happy assembly that began the dance. 
The music came over the radio and was extra 
fine that night. 

It would be impossible to describe the eve- 
ning in detail, but it so happened that at the 
eighth dance all found themselves dancing with 
their favorite partners and scraps of conversa- 
tion may show what kind of a time they were 
having. 

Natalie was waltzing with Screw. 

“T never had a better time at a dance in my 
whule life,” she began. 

“That’s cause you re dancing with me,” Screw 
remarked, with perfect assurance. 

“Wasn’t it thrilling, how Janet got the better 
of that horse?’ she continued. “Do you think 
I'll ever be able to ride as well as she does?” 

“Tf you stay here about a year or so,” Screw 
teased. 

“Td like to,” said Natalie seriously. 
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Screw looked down to the top of her head. It 
was a long way, for she was very short. 

“'There’s one of us would welcome the idea,” 
he said, equally serious. Then because he was 
fussed he began to laugh foolishly. 

Debby was trying to dance with a big man 
from the Bundy ranch. His name was Tim 
Steers and Debby decided he was almost as nice 
as the boys at home, but certainly he was harder 
to talk to. He hadn’t Jimmy Crosby’s flow of 
nonsense. He was more like Harry Waters and 
Debby liked Harry. Finally, after a long si- 
lence, when Debby was trying to think of another 
subject, he said: 

“You all like Hannah, don’t you?” 

“Oh, yes,” exclaimed Debby, “she’s a darling. 
No, I don’t mean exactly that, but she’s fear- 

fully nice and I wish she’d come East and visit 
us.” 

“TI agree with you,” said Tim, “but I wouldn’t 
like you to tell her so.” 

“Have you ever told her yourself?” asked 
Debby. 
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“Great goodness, no!” and Tim looked scared 
to death. 

They bumped on in silence for a few minutes, 
then Tim said gruffly: 

“Can tell her some of it, if you like.” 

They passed Lorry and Debby waved. They 
were dancing in the dining room of the ranch 
house and there was plenty of space. 

Lorry was with Circus. 

“Wish I could always be around to cut that 
hair of yours,” Circus said. “Didn’t know what 
fun it was being a barber.” 

“All right,” Lorry laughed, “I’ll send you a 
wire every time I need a hair cut, or, better still, 
why don’t you come to Old Chester and start 
a beauty shop?” 

“Now you're teasing,” said Circus, with a 
twinkle in his eye. “How’s this Jimmy Crosby, 
anyway?” he continued. “He said he’d be down 
to paint the desert some day.” 

“Oh, he’s all right,’ Lorry replied, “but he 
seems awfully little compared to all these big 


99 


men. 


154 THE TWINS ADVENTURING 


“Kinder hard on him,” laughed Circus, “but 
it won’t hurt for him to have a little opposition, 
and, anyhow, I’ll bet he can’t bob hair like me.” 

“No,” said Lorry, laughing, “but I’m sure 
he’d try.” 

“Not while I’m around,” said Circus. “I'd 
like him to try.” 

Sally floated by in the arms of Beggar. 

“Say, Sally,” he was saying, “you're the pret- 
tiest girl I ever did see. Honest you are.” 

“Nonsense, Beggar,” laughed Sally. ‘Look 
at Taffy, look at the twins, and say such a foolish 
thing.” 

“-Tisn’t foolish, but I can kinda,” Beggar 
returned. “I can tell every girl here to-night 
she’s the prettiest one of the lot and be honest 
the whole time. It’s great.” 

“My Aunt Jane’s poll parrot! And I was 
hoping you really meant it,’ laughed Sally. 
“All right for you, Beggar. I won’t tell you 
what I heard Estelle May say about you at din- 


ner. 


“Aw, go on now,” teased Beggar, “tell me.” 
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“Well, she said she thought you were much 
nicer than any of the movie men and lots hand- 
somer.” ? 

“Did she now?” demanded Beggar. “The 
little rascal!” 

“Wonder what Taffy and Chuck are saying 
to each other,” thought Sally, as she saw the 
other couple dance past. 

“Taffy, dear, let’s go out in the moonlight 
for a bit,’ Chuck was saying. 

Daphne knew what was coming and she hadn’t 
yet made up her mind what to say. 

“Oh, Chuck,” she drawled, “it’s so heavenly 
dancing.” 

“With me?” demanded Chuck, eagerly. 

Daphne looked at him provokingly. 

“Oh, with anyone that’s a good dancer.” 

“Oh, Taffy,” Chuck said reproachfully, and 
decided in his own mind that he’d better talk 
things over with Phyllis before he made any more 
remarks about the moonlight. Daphne was a 
little piqued when he did not reopen the subject 


again. 
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Jim and Hetty were not dancing at all. They 
were sitting on the steps of the piazza looking at 
the moon. It had been Jim’s suggestion. Hetty 
had acquiesced crossly. 

“Well, I suppose you are very proud of your 
ranch and Janet in particular,” she said, none too 
sweetly, “and the way Daphne looks.” 

Jim leaned over and covered her small hand 
with his big one. 

“Ah, now, Hetty, quit thinking about what I 
said the other night,” he begged. “I do like 
Eastern girls, but they’re not a patch on the 
Western ones. I’d rather have you than a whole 
bunch from the East.” 

“Who said you had me?” demanded Hetty. 

“T did,” Jim replied, putting his arm around 
her. “Hetty, go on, say I’m right. You know 
I'd give all the world for you.” 

Hetty thought it over. 

“I guess you're about right, Jim,” she said 
at last. 

Daisy was dancing with Tom and they too 
stopped to look at the moon, but instead of see- 
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ing it, they saw Hetty with her head on Jim’s 
shoulder. 

“Oh, I’m so glad! I was a little bit afraid,” 
said Daisy. 

“Bless my soul,” said Tom, “I married a 
matchmaker.” 

“Look at Jan and Peter,’ Daisy whispered. 

“The picture of content,” laughed Tom. 

“And Phyl and English, how happy they 
are!” said Daisy. 

The Page twins danced by, not talking, but 
happiness was written large on their faces. 


CHAPTER XV 
A DISASTROUS RIDE 


HYL, come for a ride with me.” 
Chuck Vincent threw down the maga- 
zine he was reading and stood up. They 
were sitting in the living room. The girls were 
sewing and talking and Chuck had been over in 
the window seat, trying to read Popular Me- 
chanics. He was not succeeding very well, for 
the chatter of the girls made concentration im- 
possible. 

“Now, why Phyl?” asked Sally. She was 
making a bead bag and was busy selecting the 
right shade for a red rose. She did not look up 
as she spoke. 

“Because, Aunt Jane’s poll parrot! I hap- 
pen to prefer taking Phyl] for a ride to any girl 
here,” said Chuck crossly. Sally always in- 
furiated him with her teasing. 

158 
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“Very sensible of you,” Sally replied, evenly. 
“Shell give you some sensible advice, and T 
hope it improves your disposition.” 

“'There’s nothing the matter with Chuck’s dis- 
position,” said Daphne, unexpectedly. 

She was a little ashamed of the way she had 
acted the night before and this was to make 
amends. 

Phyllis got up and sighed. She was tired 
after the dance and would have preferred sit- 
ting in the cool of the darkened living room to a 
ride in the scorching heat, but she could see that 
Chuck was upset, so she went with him uncom- 
plainingly. 

They took the car and headed for Loophole, 
and Chuck began his tale of woe. 

“Phyl, I’ve almost given up,” he said in de- 
spair. “I think Taffy’s a flirt and I can’t stand 
it much longer. If she refuses me again, I don’t 
know what I'll do. Probably stake a claim out 
here and live alone on it for the rest of my life.” 

Phyllis laughed, but it was a kindly laugh. 

“Chuck,” she began, “why do you propose to 
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Taffy again. Why not wait a while and let her 
think you’re not going to?” 

“You mean make her jealous?” Chuck asked. 

“No, that’s cheap and stupid, but just treat 
her in a friendly way. Don’t make love to her. 
Show her what a good companion you can be. 
Friendship is awfully important and up to now 
you have only shown her how much you love her. 
Try showing her how much you like her for a 
change.” 

“But she expects me to make love to her, I’ve 
taught her to expect it,” said Chuck, dolefully. 
“If I don’t say nice things to her all the time, 
she will resent it.” 

Phyllis turned to look at her companion. 

“Chuck, I never heard such nonsense,” she 
said. “Do you suppose I’d have married English 
if he had been lovelorn like you all the time? 
Why, I would have been so bored with him! It 
was because we were such good friends that I 
married him, and now he knows just when to be 
sentimental and when to be a pal, and that’s 
what counts.” 
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“But Taffy isn’t like you, Phyl,” Chuck pro- 
tested. “She’s used to boys making a fuss about 
her. She isn’t the pal sort.” 

“Poor Taffy! I’m sorry for her if you don’t 
understand her any better than that. Of course 
she wants a friend. It’s much more amusing to 
have one than some one who is always fussing 
over you the way you fuss, and making sheep’s 
eyes. Do stop, Chuck,” Phyllis said earnestly. 
“Treat Taffy the way you treat me. I’m sure 
no one is a better friend of mine than you are, 
and Taffy, if she loves you, must envy me that 
friendship.” 

They were silent for several minutes. Chuck 
was thinking hard. Certainly, his way with the 
pretty Daphne was not the right way, or he 
would have met with success long before. Per- 
haps Taffy wanted friendship as he sometimes 
wanted it, rather than sentimentality. He 
would try, at any rate; Phyllis’ advice had 
always been good. 

“Thank you, Phyl,” was all he said. 

Phyllis beside him was not free from doubts. 
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Daphne had described a gay and dashing lover, 
who did brave deeds for his lady’s hand. Would 
she be content with a strong friendship instead! 
But Phyllis didn’t worry very much about it, 
because she knew Chuck couldn’t possibly help 
making love to Daphne, no matter how hard he 
tried. If she could only arrange it so that 
Chuck could do something heroic! She favored 
Chuck with another glance. He looked brave 
enough with his handsome eyes and his broad 
shoulders. Perhaps something would happen. 

Meanwhile, at the ranch Tommy Junior and 
Don were having their first quarrel. 

Sulky was going off after burros and the chil- 
dren wanted to go too. Daisy foolishly said 
Donald could go, but Tommy Junior couldn’t 
because he was too little. 

“You see,” said Don, condescendingly, “‘you’re 
just a kid.” 

“YT ride horseback better than you do,” de- 
fended Tommy Junior. 

“That’s because you’ve been at it longer,” 
said Don, “but you can’t go with the men just 
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yet. You see, you’re a kid, while I’m a man, 
just about,” he added for truth’s sake. 

Tommy Junior did not ery before anyone. 
He just walked off sorrowfully to the house and 
disappeared. 

Janet saw him go and waited for him to re- 
turn. When he didn’t she went in after him. 
Daisy was in the kitchen helping and had not 
heard any of the talk. If she had, she would 
probably have relented and let Tommy Junior 
go on the burro hunt. 

Janet found Tommy Junior in the corner of 
his room, an old stuffed dog held tightly in his 
arms. Big tears were falling down his cheeks. 

“Tommy Junior, darling, don’t mind about 
Don,” Janet said, aghast at the misery on the 
little face. “He’s just a boy himself or he 
wouldn’t have been so stupid.” 

“Go away,” came Tommy Junior’s muffled 
voice, and he tried to hide his dog. 

“No, I won’t go away,” said Janet, cheer- 
fully. “TI came in to see if you’d ride for the mail 
with me. I think here’s a letter from Helen 
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there and I don’t want to go all by myself.” 

Tommy Junior stopped crying. 

“Well,” he said, wisely, “it isn’t like going 
after burros, but I suppose it’s next best.” 

He had learned much from daily association 
with Sulky. 

Janet wanted to hug him, but remembering 
his dislike for demonstration, she didn’t. In- 
stead, she said: 

“Come along, I’ll race you to the corral.” 

They found their horses saddled there and 
started off for the mail boxes. They rode along 
slowly, for it was hot and each was busy with 
thoughts of his own. 

It was a smiling day. The blue sky—blue 
as only an Arizona sky can be—and the yel- 
low sand brought out the colors of the 
clumps of wild flowers and the drab green of 
the cacti. 

“Why, Tommy Junior, there’s that man that 
was here last time. I wonder what he is doing,” 
said Janet, as they neared the boxes. 


“Oh, he’s just a Mex,” said Tommy Junior, 


A DISASTROUS RIDE 165 


and spurred his horse to a gallop and arrived 
with a flourish. 

Janet followed him. 

The man at the box was joined by another, 
who came out from behind a clump of mesquite 
where he had been hiding. Without a word 
they advanced on Tommy Junior and Janet, 
burlap bags in their arms. 

“Come now, no noise,” said one in a rough 
voice, and he threw his bag over Janet’s strug- 
gling head. She had just time to see that he was 
doing the same thing to Tommy Junior. She 
could hear Tommy’s little shouts of: “Stop it! 
Stop it!’ She made no sound herself, for 
she knew that the odds were too much for 
her. 

Her hands were tied behind her and when all 
was made secure the horse was led by his bridle 
for what seemed to the half-suffocated Janet an 
eternity. 

She tried to think but her mind was paralyzed 
with fear. She knew they were being kidnaped, 


but whether for spite or ransom she could not 
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tell. And Tommy Junior was with her. That 
was the awful part of it, and she had asked him 
to go on the ride. 

She wondered how long it would be before 
they were missed. Luncheon would soon be 
served at the ranch and when they did not re- 
turn home a general alarm would be spread 
throughout the country. There was something 
comforting in that thought. She spent many 
minutes trying not to see the faces of Peter and 
Phyllis and Tom and Daisy. 

After many hours of riding they came to a 
place where the horses began to climb. There 
was an hour or more of level and then they de- 
scended. The horses went single file and Janet 
had terrors for fear Tommy Junior would fall 
off his pony. 

They stopped at last and the men spoke 
gruffly to other men, who had apparently come 
to meet them. Janet was lifted none too gently 
from her horse, and the bag was taken from her 
head. She saw Tommy Junior a few feet away 
and ran to him. 
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“Darling, it’s all right,” she said. “Daddy 
and Peter will save us.” 

“Of course,” said Tommy Junior, in a matter- 
of-fact tone of voice, “and then Don can’t say 
I’m a baby any longer, can he?” he demanded 
proudly. 

He was not frightened and some of Janet’s 
lost courage returned. She had need of it, 
for the chief of the bandits sent for her. She 
met him with a level look, straight in the 
eyes. 

“How much money Tom Page got?” he in- 
quired. 

He was a fierce-looking individual with a 
flowing black mustache and gleaming white 
teeth. In one ear he wore a small gold earring. 

“You think he pay good money for his son?” 
he demanded. 

“T think he’ll have his son back, no matter 
what it costs,” replied Janet. 

“Well, we will treat you well, you and the 
boy. Tom Page would be a man to reckon with 
if we did anything else. Do not try to run away 


168 THE TWINS ADVENTURING 


or you will die, for I too am a man to be reck- 
oned with, I.” 

Janet nodded sweetly and went back to 
Tommy Junior. 

What neither of them had noticed was a man 
who had crawled to the edge of the gorge in 
which they were encamped, looked down and 
then, as silently as he had come, stole away. 


CHAPTER XVI 
GONE! 


Oe reigned at the Twin 
Star. Janet and Tommy Junior did not 

come home for luncheon. Nobody was 
very much exercised; they thought Janet had 
taken the boy off to make up for his disappoint- 
ment at not going with the men, but when 
she failed to appear for dinner they grew nerv- 


ous. 


“She’s out with the boy and one or the other 
of them is hurt,” was the first suggestion made 
by the harassed Tom. 

Peter was beside himself and so were Phyllis 
and Daisy. The latter was trying her best to 
be calm in spite of the tears that were rollings 
down her cheeks. 

The boys were very grave and they searched 


all night with lanterns, but the wind was blow- 
169 
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ing and the faint tracks of the horses’ hoofs were 
entirely obliterated. 

The girls sat in frightened silence in the living 
room. 

No one slept all night. In the dawn the real 
search began. The boys called as they rode, but 
no answer came to them. 

Phyllis took the car to Loophole to learn if 
there was any news of them there and Tom rode 
over to Bundy’s ranch to ask for help. 

As soon as Phyllis had found out that no one 
had heard or seen anything of the missing pair, 
she turned the car for home. As she passed the 
mail boxes she paused. 

“T’ll see if they stopped at the mail boxes, any- 
way, she said, mournfully. 

It was too early for the mail, but in the box 
was a letter addressed in a scrawly hand, writ- 
ten in pencil, to Tom Page. 

Phyllis looked at it curiously and then she 
hurried home with it. 

Tom was just returning from the Bundy 
ranch when she drove up. Hannah had prom- 
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ised to send the men over as soon as they came 
in for luncheon. 

“Tom, here’s a letter for you. Perhaps it’s 
something to do with Jan. Open it,” said 
Phyllis anxiously. 

Tom had two big furrows in his brow and 
looked worried half to death. He tore open the 
envelope without apparent interest, read it and 
read it again. Then he seemed to go limp for a 
minute. 

“Oh, Phyl,” he said, tragically, “it’s the 
Mexes. They want ten thousand dollars.” 

“Tom, Tom, give it to them quickly,” said 
Phyllis, filled with terror. “Anything to get 
Jan and Tommy Junior back!” 

“Yes, anything,’ said Tom, squaring his 
shoulders. 

He fired off his gun and one by one the boys, 
who had been looking near the house, came in. 
Daisy rushed to the door, thinking it meant the 
return of Janet and Tommy Junior. Then Tom 
put his arm around her and broke the news to her 


as gently as possible. Daisy kept her nerve but 
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she went very white. Her mouth was drawn 
and she looked years older. 

The boys heard it with various degrees of 
calm. 

“Pay,” said English, “then we can find them 
and wipe out the lot.” 

“If we only knew where they were hiding!” 
exclaimed Beggar. 

“We could ride in and rescue them,” added 
Jim. 

“No, don’t do that,” pleaded Phyllis. “They'd 
only hurt Jan and Tommy Junior. Pay them 
anything.” 

“What’s the letter say?” drawled Screw. 

Tom handed it to him and he read it aloud: 


Tom Page, we have your boy and sister. Pay us ten 
thousand dollars and we won’t hurt them, refuse and we 
will. Put the money in the mail box and don’t try any 
tricks, 

It was unsigned. 

“They may have left it there yesterday and 
by now they are safe in Mexico,” Circus Bailey 


commented. 
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Sulky spoke then. He looked like an old, old 
man. 

“Send for the United States cavalry, Tom,” 
he said. “This is too big for the Twin Star 
ranch.” 

Peter had not said a word. He stood beside 
his horse, his hands gripped and his face rigid. 

“T think they are on the border,” said English. 
He was supporting Phyllis. 

“Then let’s search it. English, stand by me,” 
said Peter. “I can’t endure this inaction any 
longer. I’m off.” 

“Steady, old boy. We'll all be off in a mo- 
ment or two. No use riding without an object.” 
English’s voice was cool and even, but under the 
tone it vibrated. “That’s a good idea about the 
cavalry. I'll wire the post if you say so, Tom,” 
he added. 

“You take charge, English,’ Tom replied. 
“T simply can’t. My mind won’t work further 
than Tommy Junior.” 

The door of the ranch house flew open. 
Daphne rushed out. Some of the girls had 
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heard the news. They had stayed indoors, not 
wanting to intrude on the family’s grief. 

“Took,” she exclaimed, “here comes Chuck 
leading his horse and there’s an Indian in the 
saddle. Maybe he knows something.” 

The others hurried to the corner of the house 
and saw Chuck arriving towards them. He was 
worn out from walking in his heavy boots in the 
hot sand. The Indian drooped over the saddle 
bow. 

“What is it, Chuck?” English demanded. 

Chuck straightened up. 

“This man knows where they are,” he said. 
“I found him crawling with a sprained ankle. 
He says the Mexicans have them and he knows 
the place.” 

Tom looked at the Indian, who sat impassive 
on the horse waiting for his turn to speak. He 
was the father of the little boy Tommy Junior 
had rescued earlier in the summer. 

“Your son is safe,” he said quietly. “So is the 
girl, They are at Crying Gulch, in camp. 
D’Almaris is the man who stole them. There 
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is little danger in the rescue, for at night there 
is only one guard.” 

“How did you see them?” Peter demanded. 

“TI did not find them first. My mother was 
out gathering herbs and she saw them coming 
along, bags over their heads. She hid. Mexi- 
cans make short work of Indians.” The quiet 
voice paused an instant, as though the speaker 
were very thirsty, then went on: “She knew the 
boy by his pony she had once seen. She fol- 
lowed.—We owe a great debt to that boy—and 
then she came and told me. I made sure and 
then came back to the Indian settlement for my 
pony. He fell lame, I walked, I fell lame. But 
the gods were good. I was paying my debt, and 
I am here.” 

“We won’t need the cavalry after all. A sur- 
prise attack to-night will do it,” said English, 
and Tom and Peter stiffened. 

Of course all the boys wanted to go, but as 
they had to be very cautious, English chose 
Peter and Tom and Beggar for the advance 
guard. The Indian, mounted on Jim’s best 
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horse, insisted he was all right to guide them and 
made light of his ankle. After he had eaten 
and taken a long drink they set off at noon, leav- 
ing an anxious group behind. 

“Oh, I wish I were going with them!” said 
Natalie. 

“Tf I ever see Jan again, I'll never let her 
out of my sight!” exclaimed Sally. 

“And it’s all my fault,” said Don, despair- 
ingly. “Tl never, never call Tommy Junior a 
kid again.” 

Daisy put her arm around him. 

“Of course they'll get them safe and sound,” 
said Lorry reassuringly, “and I shouldn’t care 
to be those Mexicans. Think of Chuck finding 
that Indian! Wasn’t it lucky?” 

“Lucky? It was wonderful of Chuck,” said 
Debby. “Taffy, if you are ever mean to that 
boy again, I'll never, never forgive you.” 

“T won’t be,” Daphne replied solemnly. 

“Oh, Phyl, I can’t stand this any longer!” ex- 
claimed Daisy. “I’m going to ride after them 
with the boys and wait a mile this side of the 
gulch.” 
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“Tl go with you,” Phyllis answered with 
alacrity. “Jan will want me after she has seen 
Peter and I must be there.” 

It had been decided that the rest of the boys 
ride on later and act as a rear guard, and Daisy 
and Phyllis found little opposition when they 
suggested joining them. 

Meanwhile, the four men ahead were riding 
as hard as they could ride. They reached the 
spot where the Indian had looked down upon 
the bandits and dismounted, leaving their horses 
to browse at a safe distance and screened from 
sight. 

At nightfall they crept to the edge of the 
gulch, and the first thing they heard was Tommy 
J unior’s laughter. 

“Safe!” said Tom, and Peter gave a sigh of 
relief. 

“Take them by surprise and now’s the time, 
while they are eating supper,” said English, and 
they waited for instructions. 

Tom gave them. He had heard Tommy 


Junior’s laugh and was once more master of him- 
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self. He sent Beggar and Peter down to the 
mouth of the gulch and he and English made a 
silent descent from the head. 

Below them they could see the men boiling a 
stew over a small fire. The smoke curled up to 
them as they watched. 

A clump of earth rolled from under Tom’s 
foot and flopped softly on the ground below. It 
rolled straight to Janet’s feet and she looked up 
expectantly. 


CHAPTER XVII 
THE RESCUE 


ANET had been sitting a little apart from 
the others, watching Tommy Junior as he 
fraternized with the bandits. She had been 

queening it over the ruffians for the past twenty- 
four hours, for she had seen at a glance that to 
take a high hand was the only way under the cir- 
cumstances. When they had brought her food 
to eat, she had declared it was not fit for dogs 
and refused to let Tommy Junior touch it. 
Vague thoughts ran through her head of hunger 
strikes, but she had discarded them when a 
tasteful morsel of chicken had been set before 
her. Hunger had won the day. 

It was impossible to keep Tommy Junior 
away from the men. He made friends with the 
biggest and most savage of them and had openly 
boasted that his father would come and rescue 


them. 
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The men had laughed uproariously and made 
threats, which Janet thought might be carried 
out in due time. 

When the clump of earth fell at her feet she 
looked up, startled. It was dark in the gulch, 
but she thought that she could see two forms be- 
yond her in the darkness, and something in her 
heart told her they were friends. She rose cas- 
ually and walked off in the direction from which 
the earth had fallen. One of the bandits glanced 
at her, then at Tommy Junior and went on with 
his preparations for dinner. 

Inwardly Janet was terrified, but she walked 
on bravely until she could see the two forms dis 
tinctly above her. She did not climb to meet 
them but waited. One form came nearer, more 
earth fell, and she held her breath. Suddenly a 
whisper came out of the darkness. 

“Jan,” it said. 

Janet wanted to scream, but instead she whis- 
pered back: “Yes.” 

“Go to the mouth of the gulch and take Tommy 
Junior with you. Peter’s there.” 
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Janet moved back towards the light of the 
fire, just in time to meet the man who was bring- 
ing her dinner on a tin plate. She ate a 
little for appearance sake and then called 
Tommy Junior. 

Holding his hand tightly in hers, not daring 
to tell him anything for fear he’d cry out, she 
led him towards the mouth of the gulch. 

“Tommy Junior and I are going to escape,” 
she said boldly to one of the men who was eating 
a hearty dinner. 

The man laughed gruffly. 

“The boy does not wish to go. He would stay 
and be a bandit,” he replied. 

“Well, we'll take a little exercise, anyway,” 
said Janet, and her hand tightened on the child’s. 

“Tommy Junior,” she whispered, “you must 
not make a sound. Daddy is here.” 

“Ooh, where?” exclaimed Tommy Junior, and 
his little voice rang out. 

“Hush,” protested Janet. “Don’t say an- 
other word until I tell you you may. We've got 
to be very quiet.” 
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Tommy Junior put his finger to his lips and 
walked on tiptoe. When they had walked an 
eighth of a mile he could stand it no longer. 

“Is Mumsie here too?” he queried in an ex- 
aggerated whisper. 

“Not very far off,” Janet assured him. 

Two forms rose up from the earth where they 
had been crawling along. 

lane 

Janet recognized Peter’s voice. 

“Peter!” she said and was in his arms in an 
instant. 

Beggar picked up Tommy Junior and carried 
him back up the trail that led to the horses. 
Peter and Janet followed. They left them there 
with the Indian and descended again to the 
mouth of the gulch, after Peter had whispered 
to Janet to follow the Indian. 

“He'll lead you to Phyl and Daisy,” he 
added. “Send the rest of the boys on here.” 

Janet did not want to obey orders, but she 
was a good soldier, so she waited only to kiss 


Peter once more and then mounted the horse 
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that the Indian held for her. He himself took 
Tommy Junior with him. They walked their 
horses until they were out of earshot of the 
gulch, then they galloped for dear life. 

The moon was up by now and shed a mellow 
light on the yellow earth. Tommy Junior saw 
the approaching horsemen first. 

“Here they come,” he shouted, as the outfits 
from the Bundy ranch and the Twin Star, with 
Phyllis and Daisy and Hannah, rode up to 
them. 

“Phyl!” cried Janet. 

In an instant they were surrounded. Janet 
and Phyllis were in each other’s arms, and the 
men fought to give Tommy Junior to his mother. 

Suddenly Janet remembered the four boys in 
Crying Gulch. 

“Don’t stop,” she ordered. “Uncle Pete, 
where are you? Lead the men to the gulch 
quickly, the boys are waiting for you. We'll 
stay here until you come back.” 

“Jan, were they good to you?” Daisy de- 
manded. her arms close about Tommy Junior. 
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Janet laughed. “They treated me like a 
queen after I upstaged them,” she said. “I pre- 
tended I was Phyl and was very haughty.” 

Tommy Junior looked up from his mother’s 
shoulder. 

“Jan said: “Take away the stew. It’s not fit 
for the dogs.’ And they took it away, too,” he 
chuckled. 

“Oh, Jan, weren’t you scared to death?” de- 
manded Phyllis. 

“Yes, I was.” Janet shivered a little. “I 
wish Peter would come back,” she said. 

Shots rang out in the darkness and the Indian 
smiled grimly. 

“T hope they don’t hurt my friend, Mike,” 
said Tommy Junior. 

It was not long before the thud of hoofs came 
to them and a cloud of dust from the south. 

There was no need to ask questions, for the 
men were whooping joyfully. With them were 
the five bandits, roped and tied. 

“We decoyed them into the United States, and 
here they are,” said Beggar. 
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“What are you going to do with them?” asked 
Daisy, tremulously. 

“Arrest them for your sake, Daisy,’’ Tom re- 
plied, “though I wanted to make short work of 
them. We'll hand them over to their govern- 
ment to-morrow to be tried for kidnaping.” 

“Oh!” Daisy gave a thankful sigh. 

“Td shoot them down like dogs,” said Hannah 
Bundy, shaking a black-snake whip at the 
offenders and looking very angry while do- 
ing it. 

“Look here, you fellers,’ said Tim Steers, 
“we'll take these coyotes to jail. Leave ’em to 
us. I reckon you kinder want to be alone.” 

“Thank you, boys,” said Tom, gratefully. 

They turned their horses in the direction of 
home. 

“Where’s that Indian?” called Peter, who was 
riding close beside Janet. 

Everyone looked, but no one could see him. 
Under cover of the excitement, he had ridden 
silently away. 

The ranch house was a blaze of light when 
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they reached home, and eager voices greeted 
them from the porch. 

“Tell us, tell us!” exclaimed Natalie. 

“Safe and sound—both of them!” Screw 
called out. 

“And if you ask me,” added Circus, “they 
rather enjoyed themselves.” 

“My Aunt Jane’s poll parrot!” said Sally. 

“Jan, take my hand and never let go of it 
again,” Daphne insisted. 

“Oh, Taffy, you should have been with us,” 
Janet laughed as all the girls crowded around 
her. “You would have loved those villains. 
They were so picturesque.” 

“Well, that’s cool enough,” laughed Debby. 

“And I thought she’d be scared to death,” 
said Lorry. “I might have known that a Page 
twin was equal to any occasion.” 

“And to think it was all due to Chuck’s find- 
ing the Indian or we’d have never known where 
they were,” Phyllis said. 

The boys came in from the corral where they 


had been unsaddling the horses. 
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“Where’s my wife?” demanded Peter. 

“Well, Phyl, are you happy?” asked English. 

Tom had Tommy Junior on his shoulders and 
his arm around Daisy. 

“How about some food?” said Beggar. “I 
feel as if I hadn’t eaten for a week.” 

Jim suddenly jumped up from the window 
seat, where he had been sitting with Debby. 

“That coyote of an Indian has got my pony!” 
he exclaimed. 

“Kiss him good-by,” said Screw. 

Phyllis looked shocked. 

“Aren’t you ashamed,” she said, “when it was 
he who brought the news?” 

“He'll come back,” laughed Tom. 

“T wasn’t grumbling,” said Jim. 

Sulky looked from one to the other. 

“This has been a great occasion,” he said. 
“Let’s celebrate it by eating. Dm _ hun- 
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gty- 

“Supper ready,” said José, his grinning face 
in the doorway. 

Don and Tommy Junior had met with a grasp 
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of the hand like two men meeting after a long 
separation. 
“Say,” said Don, “I'll never call you a kid 
again.” | 
“No, you see, I’ve been kidnaped now.” 
“Oh, I’ve been kidnaped, too,” answered Don. 
“But not by bandits,” said Tommy Junior. 
“That makes a difference, you see.” 


CHAPTER XVIII 
TOMMY HONORED 


a thought that they had heard the last 
of the kidnaping and of their Indian guide, 
but he was mistaken. 

Two days after their triumphal return home, 
they awoke one morning to find the Indian sit- 
ting on the front porch. He saluted Tom im- 
passively and turned to greet Tommy Junior, 
who had followed his father. 

“T come with an invitation from my people 
for your young son,” he said in his usual impres- 
sive manner. 

‘What I'd like to know,” said Tom, “is where 
the dickens you learned to speak such good Eng- 
lish.” 

The Indian smiled slowly—the smile of a very 
old man looking at a child—and Tom felt like a 


child before him. 
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“T am Carlisle graduate,” he said, folding his 
arms, “but I have returned to my people.” 
Then he went on as if he had not been inter- 
rupted: “We desire to take your son into our 
tribe and give him the protection of the Hopis.” 

Tom whistled. He was not fond of the In- 
dians, but he realized that living in this country 
it might be of great value to Tommy Junior in 
the future, and he appreciated that it was an 
honor they were doing his son. 

“Tommy Junior will be delighted,” he said. 

“This protection has never been given to the 
child of white man before,” said the Indian. 
“You,” he looked at Tom with faint hostility in 
his manner, “you will not be allowed to come to 
the ceremony.” 

“The boy may be afraid to go alone,” said 
Tom. 

“The boy is afraid of nothing. We shall give 
him the name of Lion Heart.” 

“Well, I’m sure I hope he grows up to de- 
serve it,” said Tom with a shrug. “How about 
it, Tommy Junior, will you be afraid to go alone 
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with this man to where the Indians live?” 

Tommy Junior looked doubtfully from the 
man to his father. 

“Can I have a hat with feathers like Tomaso 
wears in the movies?” he asked. 

The Indian smiled for the first time. 

“Assuredly, little one,” he said. “A whole 
suit like Tomaso’s is waiting for you.” 

Tommy Junior slipped his small hand into 
the big brown one. 

“T’ll go,” he said. 

“Hadn’t you better ask Mother first?” Tom 
suggested. 

“Yes, I'll ask her. You wait here. Promise 
to wait,” Tommy Junior said to the Indian. 

The Indian nodded. “I wait,” he said. He 
folded his arms and stood gazing past Tom into 
space. 

Tom looked at him narrowly. 

“What assurance have I that you will bring 
my son back safely to me?” he asked. 

The Indian whistled softly and around the 


corner trotted a small boy. 
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“My second son,” said the man. “Keep him 
as hostage. He is the light of my life.” 

“Hello,” said Tom, who adored all children, 
“this isn’t Tomaso, is it?” 

“No,” said the Indian. “Tomaso must be 
with your son, they will be made brothers.” 

Tom looked grave. He knew that young 
Tomaso would be brought up with the 
idea that he must give his life, if necessary, for 
Tommy Junior, and as he watched the Indian, 
he realized too what a friend he had already 
been to the small boy. 

“TI will keep the child as hostage,” he said. 
“When will my boy return?” 

“To-morrow at sundown.” 

“You would not consider taking another 
small boy with him for company?” 

“We would not consider it,” said the Indian 
evenly. 

Tommy Junior in the house was looking for 
his mother. He found her in the kitchen and 


threw himself upon her. 


“Oh, Mumsie!” he exclaimed. “The Indian’s 
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here and he’s going to take me into his tribe. 
Please say I can go with him.” 

“Into his tribe!” exclaimed Daisy. ‘Why, 
you're crazy, child. Indians don’t take little 
boys into their tribe. What are you talking 
about?” 

“He does, he does. Come and talk to him,” 
Tommy Junior insisted, and Daisy, laughing, 
went out to the porch, her hands still covered with 
flour. At the sight of the Indian, she stopped, 
wiped her hand on her apron and held it out. 

“What's this my child is tellmg me?’ she 
asked cordially. 

She had had a Hopi nurse as a child and had 
a deep regard for the whole tribe. 

“Your son is going to be given the protection 
of the Hopis,” said Tom. “Don’t you think 
that an honor?” 

Daisy looked at the Indian. 

“This is a great honor,” she said. “Must he 
go alone?” 

“He must,” said the Indian simply. 

“Then I give my permission,” said Daisy. 
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The man stared at her in silence for a minute. 

“You know Indians,” he said. “You know 
we can be trusted. My life is forfeit to the boy. 
My son stays here. I do not need to ask that 
you take good care of him.” 

“Oh, we will, the very best,” Daisy promised. 
“When must you go?” 

“Now, at once,” said the Indian, ‘“‘and I will 
return to-morrow at sundown.” 

“How is the horse we loaned you?” asked 
Tom, with a grin. 

“Look in your corral and you will see,” said 
the Indian insolently. 

He swung Tommy Junior gently up on the 
saddle in front of him and with no more than a 
curt salute, he pushed his horse into a gallop. 
Tommy Junior waved until they were out of 
sight. 

Tom turned to Daisy. 

“Do you think it’s all right?” he said, doubt- 
fully. 

“Why, 'Tom, that man would die for Tommy 
Junior. I could see it in his eyes. I’d trust him 
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with him as much as with one of our own boys.” 

“Oh, come now, not quite,” said Tom. “TI 
don’t know what the fellows are going to say to 
me when they hear I allowed him to go.” 

“I’m not worrying,” said Daisy, “not while 
we have this little one.” She held out her hand 
to the baby Indian. “Come with me, darling,” 
she said, “and we’ll get some breakfast.” 

The child nodded gravely and trotted after 
her. 

The boys had various things to say about 
Tommy Junior’s departure. 

“You hadn’t ought to have let him go,” said 
Circus. ‘Not without one of us to take care of 
him.” 

“Shucks, the young one’ll be all right,” Sulky 
Prescott said. “Tomaso fought overseas and he 
knows a thing or two.” 

“Yeh,” said Beggar, “he won’t try any hanky- 
panky. Still, you hadn’t oughter let him go.” 
“T think Daisy did just right,” said Lorry. 

“Maybe he would have taken Jan along,” said 
Phyllis. 
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“No, he wasn’t for taking anybody,” Tom ex- 
plained. 

“What makes me think it was all right is 
that he left his boy with us,” said Screw. 

At this moment a wail came from the kitchen, 
and Daisy hurried out to find Mrs. Olson slap- 
ping the baby’s hand. Daisy gathered him up in 
her arms and brought him back to the dining 
room. 

It is a question if a child was ever as spoiled 
as that little Indian boy. Don waited on him 
hand and foot, but it was to Daphne that he 
attached himself. 

“Do you think his father would let me take 
him East with me?” she asked, when he had gone 
to sleep in her arms. 

“Certainly not,” said Chuck, who was_un- 
accountably jealous. 

“My Aunt Jane’s poll parrot, you’d look nice 
walking down Fifth Avenue with an Indian pa- 
poose in tow,” laughed Sally. 

“You'd have a crowd around you,” teased 
Jim. “Guess I'll go out and talk to my horse. 
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Shore never expected to see him again! And, 
Daisy, I'd be obliged if you’d come out with me, 
Id like to have a word with you.” 

“Something’s in the wind,” said Natalie, as 
she watched the two leave the room together. 

“About Jim, do you mean?” asked Debby. 

“T think I know what it is,” said Phyllis, and 
Janet nodded. 

“T don’t think I know, I know I know what 
it is. Jim’s figuring on gettin’ married,” said 
Screw, “before you girls go home and he’s afraid 
to tell us.” 

“Gettin’ Daisy to do it for him,” said Beggar. 
“TIsn’t he the kid?” 

The boys laughed uproariously until Daphne 
made them stop for fear of waking the baby. 

Daisy came back to the room. 

“Girls, I’ve got such exciting news for you,” 
she said. “Jim is going to be married the end of 
this week and the wedding is going to be here.” 

‘Don’t tell me we’re going to turn the bunk 
house into Mrs. Jim’s parlor,” protested Circus. 


Daisy looked at him reproachfully. 
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“No, indeed,” she said. “They’re going to 
live at the schoolhouse. That’s my wedding 
present to them.” 

“Good for you, Daisy,” said Beggar. “One 
first lady of the Twin Star is all we want.” 

“Thank you, boys,” said Daisy, shyly. 

Talk of the wedding, the little Indian boy, 
and Tommy Junior’s safety, occupied that day. 

Towards the evening of the appointed day, 
Daisy began to get nervous, but as the green 
and gold sunset faded it silhouetted a curious 
group of horsemen against the sky. 

Tommy Junior, in the midst of the Indian 


braves, was being escorted home in triumph. 


CHAPTER XIX 
THE WEDDING 


OMMY JUNIOR refused to say a word 
1 hea what had happened, but Tom got out 
of him the all-important fact that he had 
fallen asleep early in the proceedings. “When 
they were doing such a lot of dancing,” he ad- 
mitted, and the rest realized that it had all been 
a vivid fantastic dream to the boy—all but the 
never-to-be-forgotten ride home. This was by 
far the most important event in his young mind. 
“And, Dad, they say I can call them when- 
ever I want them,” he said, in confidence to his 
father, “and they'll be my braves. It’s not only 
because I saved Tomaso, but because I was 
coura-ge-ous’—he said the word with a mighty 
effort—‘“‘with the Mexicans. I guess people 
had better be pretty nice to me,” he said, 
grandly, “or Ill sic my Indians on them.” 


‘Well, one thing they succeeded in doing, 
201 
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they gave you a swelled head, didn’t they?” 
asked his father. 

“No, but every little boy is proud of being 
coura-ge-ous,” defended Tommy Junior. 

“Look here, old man,” said English, who was 
present, “you want the boys to love you even 
more than the Indians do, don’t you?” 

“Of course, they’re my outfit and I love them 
next to Mumsie and Dad and you.” 

“Then don’t let them hear you bragging. 
They’d hate that,” English pointed out. 

“Does that mean I can’t talk to Don about 
my Indians?” Tommy Junior inquired. 

“I’m afraid it does. It wouldn’t be sporting 
to brag about your Indians when he has none,” 
English explained patiently. 

“He bragged about going with the men when 
I couldn't,” said Tommy Junior. 

“But you didn’t like it, did you?” English 
asked. ‘Well, you see, people feel that way 
about you. They don’t like it.” 

“T see,” said Tommy Junior, “but, English, I 
like to brag a little.” f 


THE WEDDING 203 


So you do, but you mustn’t,” Tom took up 
the battle. “Suppose you promise Dad that you 
won't brag any more.” 

There was a long silence and the two men 
watched the boy, wondering which would tri- 
umph. At last Tommy Junior held out his hand. 

“I promise,” he said in a small voice. 

Jim’s wedding took up most of the time of 
the older people, and the children did any num- 
ber of errands. The house was being decorated 
with bunting and wild flowers. 

“I wish the bunting could have been yellow, 
but of course that’s unlucky and it had to be 
blue,” said Janet, as she nailed up a streamer 
in the dining room. 

“T do hope Hetty’s dress has come. It hadn’t 
this morning when we were over at Bundys,” 
returned Phyllis. 

“Tet’s ride over to see Hetty,” suggested 
Lorry. “We aren’t much help around here.” 

“No, we aren’t and, anyway, I’ve an idea. 
But ride along over to Bundy’s ranch with- 
out a man! We might be kidnaped. Such a 
thought!” 
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“Get Taffy and Chuck to ride over with you, 
then,” suggested Debby, who was working hard 
at the decorations. “Take Natalie too, she’s 
everlastingly under my feet and not an earthly 
ounce of good, either. Do take her.” 

“Well, I like that,” cried Natalie. “Here 
I’ve been tearing my hair out trying to think 
of an excuse to get away and ride down to meet 
Rusty. Come on, Jan, you go with me. They 
don’t half appreciate us around here.” 

“Oh, I'll stop work to meet Rusty any time!’ 
exclaimed Janet, handing her hammer te 
Phyllis. “Beat you getting into a habit,” she 
challenged. 

“Well, Phyl, that leaves us to do the rest of 
the decorations,” said Debby, “and I can’t say 
I’m sorry, can you?” She laughed as she spoke. 

“Not a bit,” replied Phyllis. “We’ll know 
now that they’re properly done.” 

“Come on, Sally,” said Lorry. “After that 
we needn’t hesitate to go. There’s Taffy out- 
side with Chuck. We'll ask them to come along. 
They can wait outside the Bundy place if they 
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want to. I'll tell them that and it will be an in- 
ducement. Hi, you two!” she called as she went 
outside. 

The six started off soon after and Janet and 
Natalie left them at the crossroads. They rode 
on almost to Loophole, when they saw a motor 
coming towards them. No sooner had they seen 
it than the horn started to roar and a hearty 
voice rang out. 

“Well, if both my girls haven’t come to meet 
me! I call this fine,” and Rusty was out in the 
middle of the road shaking hands. 

Miss Agatha was not long in following suit. 
Her voice boomed out in a hearty greeting. 

“The Bundys wanted you, but we insisted on 
having you at the Twin Star,” began Natalie. 

“Guests of honor, you know,” said Janet. 

Rusty beamed. “Well, there now, I do call 
that nice.” 

He drove the car at a snail’s pace and his voice 
could be heard over the rattle of the engine. 

Meanwhile, the other four had ridden on 
towards the Bundys. 
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“Chuck, you and Taffy are coming in, 
aren’t you?” asked Sally. “We're going to talk 
dresses, but you can find Mr. Bundy and talk 
to him.” 

Chuck gave himself a mental shaking. 

“No,” he said before Daphne could speak, 
“we're going for a little ride while you're in- 
side. We'll be back for you in a few minutes.” 

“But I wanted—” began Daphne. 

“Suit yourself,’ Chuck interrupted, but he 
looked angry. 

It was becoming to Chuck to be angry. 
Daphne looked at him and said: 

“All right, Chuck. Jl stay with you.” 

Sally and Lorry waved good-by and the other 
two rode off down the road. 

“Now, Taffy, ’'m going to propose to you,” 
said Chuck, in a matter-of-fact tone, “for the 
Jast time. Are you going to marry me or 
aren't you? You know I love you, but I can’t 
hang around any longer.” 

Daphne looked at him in surprise. This was 
a new Chuck. 
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“But of course, Chuck, I’m going to marry 
you some day,” she began. But Chuck cut her 
short. 

“No, Taffy, that won’t do. I want to know 
when?” he demanded. 

Daphne seemed to consider. 

“Why, er, perhaps next year some time,” she 
drawled. 

“You'll marry me on New Year’s Day or 
not at all,” said Chuck, grimly. 

“But, Chuck, that’s only four or five months 
away. Perhaps Mother—” 

“T have your mother’s and father’s permission 
to marry you as soon as— Oh, Taffy, what’s 
the use? I love you so, dear. Say you'll marry 
me. I'll wait forever for you if I must,’ Chuck 
pleaded. 

Daphne softened. “Yes, Chuck, Ill marry 
you,” she said slowly. 

“When? Tell me when. Not a year, Taffy 
dear.” 

Daphne could be gracious, and so she whis- 


pered gently: 


208 THE TWINS ADVENTURING 


“On New Year’s Day, dear.” 

Sally and Lorry found the Bundy ranch in 
despair. The dress had not arrived, and Hetty 
knew it wasn’t coming. 

“Well, if it doesn’t,” said Sally, “I have a 
white crepe de chine that I’ve never worn and 
you simply must wear that.” 

“But a borrowed dress for a wedding!” pro- 
tested Hetty. 

“Of course,” said Sally. “What could be 
luckier? You have to wear: ‘Something old, 
something new, something borrowed and some- 
thing blue.’ And the more you borrow, the 
better the luck.” 

“Perhaps that’s so,” said Hetty, and the dress 
was accepted at once by the sensible girl. 

That night the Bundys gave a farewell party 
to Hetty and Jim. Hannah had wanted the 
wedding there, but Daisy had insisted upon 
giving it, so the Bundys had fitted up the little 
cabin that connected with the schoolhouse as. their 
gifts. 

Rusty Savage, as Sheriff of the County, rose 
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to make a speech, and sat down amid thunders 
of applause, for after he had extolled the bride 
he enlarged on the visitors, and Janet and 
Natalie came in for much praise. 

Everybody went home tired and happy. The 
Twin Star outfit was particularly happy, for 
they had their own romance—Daphne and 
Chuck to congratulate. 

Next morning was the wedding. The bride 
looked very pretty in Sally’s dainty dress, and it 
was a proud bridegroom who met her at the altar 
of flowers in the living room. 

The feast that followed was a huge success. 
Everybody was happy and jests flew from one 
to the other. 

“T won’t be married unless you all promise to 
come to my wedding,” said Daphne, when called 
upon to make a speech. 

“Then you'll all simply have to come,” said 
Chuck decidedly. 

“We'll be there,” said Rusty Savage, and the 
others all nodded eagerly. 

“Are you going to be married when you 
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grow up?” demanded Tommy Junior of Don. 

“No, of course not, silly. Phyllis is already 
married to English and I always wanted to 
marry her. Are you?” 

“No,” denied Tommy Junior. “I'll be too 
busy with my outfit and the Indians. And then, 
you see, I couldn’t marry Jan either.” 

As usual, the twins had the last word. 


CHAPTER XX 
CONCLUSION 


ASN’T it been a gorgeous summer?” de- 
manded Janet of Phyllis that after- 
noon. 

“All but your being kidnaped,” replied 
Phyllis. “That made me two years older.” 

“Thank goodness we didn’t have to tell Auntie 
Mogs,” said Janet. “She would have been so 
worried.” 

“Yes, and now we're going home to her, and, 
Jan, I’m glad. Ive missed her lots,” sighed 
Phyllis. 

“So have I, and Sonya and Nan and Hester 
and Helen and Ivan,” replied Janet. 

“T wonder if Helen and Ivan are engaged 
yet,” mused Phyllis. 

“T don’t know. We won’t be able to tell 
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until the twins at home tell us,” laughed Janet. 
And then they both went off to find English 
and Peter and spend their own particular hour 
with them. 
And that is all, until “The Twins at Camp.” 


THE END 


The next volume in this series is “The Twins 
at Camp.” 


CHAPTER II 


THE VILLAGE SCHOOL 


street of Old Chester and sent dapple 
patterns on the faces of the old build- 
ings that straggled along its length. 


Ge sunshine flooded the main 


The schoolhouse droned like a huge bee, for 
it was ten o’clock and arithmetic class was in 
progress. Helen Jenks hated arithmetic, but 
she bravely went through the tables and pre- 
tended she liked it. 

Deedee Westlake stood in the corner, which 
was the usual place for her to stand, since 
Deedee could think of more naughty things to 
do in a minute than the whole school could 
in an hour. ‘Today she had come in before 
school was open and glued the desks of several 
of the best scholars down tight. When Helen 


arrived there was a great to-do. Deedee as- 
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sumed her share of the blame without hesita- 
tion, and when Helen, almost tearful, asked 
her why she had done it she confessed: 

“Tt’s like this, Helen—I mean Miss Jenks— 
Mary and Walter are so goody-goody and 
they were so proud of themselves in reading, 
and ’specially writing, and they thought that 
Dr. Blake was coming in to see the copy- 
books this morning and so I—oh, well, I can’t 
explain, but don’t you see—their copy books 
would be glued up and that would be a lark.” 

“No, Deedee, I don’t see,” said Helen, 
wearily. “Go stand in the corner for the rest 
of the period and then I must think of some 
way of really punishing you.” 

“Can I go, too?” Little Thing, the young- 
est of the Westlakes, looked appealingly at 
Helen, and her lip trembled. 

Helen sighed. It was always the way, if she 
punished Deedee it was Little Thing that 
suffered. 

“No, dear,” she said, regretfully, “but you 
may say the three times three table for me.” 
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Little Thing sniffed and began. 

It was upon this scene that the Twins 
arrived. 

Janet and Phyllis were as pretty and as 
lively as ever. Their brown eyes sparkled and 
their hair, cut in the very latest bob, framed 
faces that were, in spite of their twenty years, 
exactly alike. They almost danced when they 
walked, and they brought with them some of 
the sunshine from the outdoors and certainly 
much of the spirit. 

“Helen,” began Janet, “it’s a heavenly day. 
Do let the youngsters have a holiday, and come 
on up to the house for luncheon.” 

“They can’t study with the sun shining like 
this. Let them go out and play.” Phyllis 
added her plea to her twin’s. 

Helen looked at them in mock despair. 

“Girls,” she said severely, “don’t be ridicu- 
lous. There’s lots of work to be done today, 
and for the next few weeks, if I am to get the 
older children ready for high school, but I tell 
you what you can do. Take the babies and 
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give them a botany lesson out in the fields, then 
I could get some work done. Deedee is be- 
having dreadfully this morning.” 

Janet looked at the offending Deedee, and 
smiled. 

‘Poor lamb, what has she done now?” she 
inquired. 

Helen shook her head. “I’m not going to 
tell you, for you’d only laugh. If you take the 
other children out she can’t go with you. She’s 
really been too naughty.” 

“Oh!” exclaimed Janet. “Then it’s all off. 
I won’t take the others without her. Come on 
now, Helen, she couldn’t have been so very 
bad.” 

Don’t you want to follow the Twins at 
Camp? You ean do so in the next volume 
entitled “The Twins at Camp” obtainable at 
your local book dealer. 
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England coast—the Winkiepaw 
pair—and the woman, whom 
Hat May always looks upon as 
a ctuel ogress of her imaginary fairy world, treats her 
very badly indeed. 


The story covering Hat May’s doings is everything 
that a book for girls between the ages of eight and 
fourteen should be. The characters are skillfully 
drawn and true to nature; also while there is consider- 
able pathos connected with the ill-treatment of Hat 
May; so too there is discovered in the telling an 
abundance of childish and delightful humor. 
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